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PEEFACE TO FIRST EDITION. 



The annals of literature afford many instances of genius 
and self-culture in cottages. Of these I venture to affirm 
that " Isa " is not the least remarkable. She is a native of 
Newton-Stewart; has received little education; was bom, 
bred, and has always lived in the humbler walks of life. 
She has enriched her mind, however, by musing on her 
country's history, as well as by studying and repeating its 
poetic lore. I have read over the most of her Poems in 
MS., and I am strongly convinced that she has imbibed the 
true spirit of poetry; that her writings are full of pathos; 
and that her facility and felicity of expression are truly 
wonderful. Her Poems are the artless effusions of a native 
impulse and a rhyming ^ar. She is conscious that there 
must be many defects in her compositions, and makes no 
claim to literary finish. The marvel is to find these Poems 
as they are, considering the disadvantages under which the 
Authoress has laboured. Their composition has been the 
pastime and solace of a busy life ; they have been produced, 
sometimes in the intervals of domestic duties, and at other 
times in the very acts of household work. I trust and 
believe that a generous public will give this volume a 
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favourable reception ; and that Gallovidians especially will 

hail, with pride, the rise of a true Poetess in their 

midst. 

J. M. I. 



Pbnninouamb Mansb, 
Nxwton-Stkwart, 14th March, 1882. 
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THE FLOWERY BANKS O* CREE. 

'Tis sweet to look back on days that are past, 

Though I often breathe a sigh, 
As in fancy I stand by a loved one's side, 

As we stood in days gone by. 

'Twas then the world seemed — oh so fair ! 

No thoughts of care or woe. 
As he whispered soft the old old tale, 

In the beautiful long ago. 

Ah ! well I remember that happy night, 

By Cree's fair flowery side. 
When the silvery light of the crescent moon 

Was mirrored in its tide. 

Silent we stood 'mong the sweet wild flowers, 
More happy than words could tell; 

Dreaming sweet dreams of our new-found love, 
Bound up with its magic spell. 

Oh ! those were the golden days of youth, 

Ere the frosts of time or care 
Had dimmed the lustre of our eyes. 

Or the sheen of our simny hair. 

B 



10 THE FLOWERY BANKS o' CREE. 

We formed new ties and found new joys, 

And wandered far apart; 
But the memory of those happy hours 

Is graven on my heart. 

Though faded and gone are those beautiful years, 

With me they will ever be green; 
And a sigh of regret escapes me yet 

As I think on what might have been. 

I know, though he roams in simnier lands, 

Far away o'er the dark blue sea, 
His thoughts oft turn to that happy night 

On the flowery banks o* Cree. 



ON THE DEATH OF THE EARL OF GALLOWAY. 

[Randolph, Ninth Earl of Gktlloway, bom 16th September, 1800; died 
at Galloway House, Garliestown, N.B., 2nd January, 1873. His remains 
were laid in the family vault in Sorby Churchyard, on the 9th Janoaiy, 
being followed thither by a very large company of moomen, embracing 
every xsreed and class.] 

There is sorrow to-day in yon stately hall, 

And sounds of woe are heard ; 
They are mourning the loss of one belovedy 

'Tis Galloway's noble lord. 

He hath breathed his last in his Scottish home; 

Earth's pleasures and pains are o'er; 
And loved ones round him weeping stand; 

They will hear his voice no more. 
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How often, 'neath that old grey roof, 

On holy Sabbath's calm, 
Have those sealed lips breathed forth a prayer, 

And sung the evening psalm ! 

With bounteous hand he oft supplied 

The widow's earthly store, 
And told her of a brighter home. 

Where partings are no more. 

And now, in Zion's peaceful courts, 
Above the bright blue skies. 

He 's safe at last; the storm is past- 
He hath won the blood-bought prize. 

Tis there the loved and lost will meet 

When this brief life is o*er; 
Yes, meet and never, never part. 

But live for evermore. 

Beloved in life, honoured in death; 

Hi^ name 's a household word. 
Sleep on, sleep on, till the glorious dawn, 

Loved Galloway's noble lord. 



WELCOME TO REV. J. M. INGLIS. 

[Lines suggested on hearing the Beir. J. M. IngUs pntch his last trial 
Sennon in Penninghame Ghnrch, Newton-Stewart.] 

Thrice welcome, noble Inglis, 

Thrice welcome to our town; 
Gladly we will receive thee; 

Thou hast won a laurel crown. 
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WELGOMB TO REV. J. M. INOUS. 

Since first we heard thy youthful voice, 

So musical in tone, 
In high and holy converse, 

We claimed thee for bur own. 



Enrapt, we sat and listened 

To the story of our King, 
How the children's youthful voices 

Made the arch of heaven ring. 

No mighty sceptre swaying 

When the King of kings rode by. 

Only their loud hosannas, 

As they waved the branches high. 

How He wept o'er doomed Jerusalem, 

Not because its lofty throne 
And proud imperial palaces 

Had all to ruin gone. 

No ; 'twas for the countless thousands 

Of never-dying souls 
Who had turned aside from serving God, 

And reached their fatal goals. 

Like them in that fair city 

We all have gone astray; 
Wilt thou, youthful pastor, 

Lead us on the heavenly way? 

May the coming change bring gladness. 
As the Gospel light you spread; 

May heaven's choicest blessings 
Fall on thy youthful head ! 
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May thy days be long and happy, 

Fraught with wisdom from above; 
May He, the Lord of Glory, 

Ever shield thee with His love ! 

May a glorious crown await thee 

When thy work on earth is o'er : 
A nobler, brighter diadem 

Than monarch ever wore ! 

Thrice welcome, noble Inglis, 

Thrice welcome to our town ; 
Gladly we will receive thee; 

Thou hast won a laurel crown. 



TO A LADY ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF 

HER MARRIAGE. 

Soft blows the breeze from the sunny south; 

Brightly the flowers do bloom; 
And fragrance fills each leafy bower, — 

'Tis the lovely month of June. 

As far behind yon western hill 

The bright orb sinks from sight, 
I wander back, tlirough vanished years, 

To a well-remembered night. 

That happy night, long long ago. 

And yet how short it seems, 
Since I stood beside my chosen one. 

The pride of my girlhood's dreams. 
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I gave him my hand; he had my heart 

In his keeping long before; 
And we listened to the sacred words 

That bound ns evermore. 

Long years have passed away since then; 

Our home is fair and bright 
With olive branches blooming round, 

Their young hearts free and light. 

His love is the same through every change 

As it was in the days of old : 
The love of a true and faithful heart 

Is better than wealth imtold. 



In the gorgeous glow of the setting sun 

We are sitting side by side, 
As we sat on that beautiful simmier eve 

When he brought me home a bride. 

Yet we have felt God's chastening hand ; 

He took two of our flowers, 
In the guileless innocence of youth. 

To bloom in His fadeless bowers. 

I know when we cross the silent sea. 
And stand on the shining shore. 

We shall meet again in that bright land 
Where nought can part us more. 
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ON READING A STORY OF THE SCOTTISH 

COVENANTERS. 

I am thinking of thee, Scotland, 

My own beloved home, 
As I gaze upon a leaflet old 

That tells of times long gone. 

'Tis the pictured face of an aged man 

Looking upward to the skies, 
And before him, on a mossy stone. 

The sacred volume lies. 

Within no holy fane he stands, 

No sumptuous hall he treads ; 
Only the glorious arch of heaven 

O'er his devoted head. 

'Twas a Sabbath mom, in those sad times 
When, on mountain, hill, and glen. 

They met to praise God's holy name. 
Far from the haimts of men. 

Among the far-famed Cartland Craigs, 

By the river's rocky bed, 
A faithful band had met that day. 

By their aged pastor led. 

Strange was the scene in that wild place 

As the children's plaintive cries, 
O'er the holy rite of baptism. 

Reached upward to the skies. 
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The service closed with music sweet 
As the sax^red psahn they sung; 

And from nature's grand cathedral 
Sweetly their anthems rung. 

Just then their faithful sentinel 

Descried the tyrant foe ; 
He raised his voice, and dropped a stone 

Into the pool below. 

On a shepherd's staff he himg his plaid, 

Leaned o'er the ledge above ; 
They see the sign, but do not fear — 

They know that €rod is love. 

" We have caught them in a net at last," 
Said one of those sin-girt men ; 

" Follow me ; we '11 be in at the death." 
Prophetic words for them ! 

Adown those wild precipitous cliffs 

In haste the soldiers ran ; 
Where were the Covenanters then? 

They had vanished every man. 

That faithful band is safely hid 

In the cavern's rocky hold ; 
The strong were ready to help the weak. 

The young to help the old. 

The soldiers spied the precious gem 
That tells how He came to save ; 

With oath and jest it was spumed by them, 
And cast to the wind and wave. 
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In their ribaldry they were suddenly seized 

With a strange mysterious dread, 
As they viewed the black and silent walls 

That towered above their head. 

Well might they start and tremble then, 

As they heard a distant sound; 
" The Lord have mercy on us," now 

They cried, and gazed around. 

Nearer it came, with thundering noise, 

Like a myriad of chariots grand, 
Rolling in iron axles strong, 

Driven by God's own hand. 

A mighty waterspout had burst, 

And madly rushed along 
In a blood-red sea of foaming waves. 

And they perished every one ! 

From out the Scottish patriot's cave 

Their pastor loud did cry, 
" The Lord our God is terrible, 

Who reigns in heaven on high." 

Men, women — aye, and children too — 

Thanks to their Maker gave, 
Who saved them from that seething flood. 

Where their enemies found a grave. 

Oh ! covenanted Scotland, 

Thrice blessed may you be; 
The heavenly King of Glory 

Shall yet ret\im to thee, 
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And gather in His loved ones all, 

To sit at His right hand, 
Who for His crown and covenant fought — 

That faithful martyr band. 



ON SEEING MR. J. WEI^H'S PICTURE— 

"CREETOWN." 

[Painted for J. B. Hallidat, London— a CreetoniaD.J 

Oh ! beautiful picture, gem of art, 

As I gaze on thee joy fills my heart. 

A stranger, perchance, no beauty may see, 

Yet there 's beauty in every shade for me. 

'Tis my native home, with heath-clad braes ; 

Then marvel not that I stand and gaze. 

And linger fondly o'er each loved spot. 

Though far away, yet ne'er forgot. 

I see the old church on the hill. 

And seem to hear the murmuring rill 

As it hastens onwards to the sea ; 

My boyhood's home, thou 'rt dear to me ! 

I left thee in youth's sweet spring-time. 
By fate transported to a distant clime, 
Where gorgeous flowers are e'er in bloom, 
Filling the air with sweet perfume ; 
And the stately palm tree waveth high 
'Neath the splendour of an eastern sky. 
And oft, when slumber closed my eyes. 
Sweet visions came, with all their joys. 
And wafted me o'er the trackless main. 
Till I stood in my boyhood's home again, 
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And roamed, as of old, through mossy dells, 
Where grow the daisy and sweet bluebells, 
And lingered near the old thorn tree; 
Ah ! those were happy dreams to me. 
They often soothed my heart the while. 
Ere I had won Dame Fortune's smile. 

In foreign lands no more I roam ; 

Fair is my happy English home. 

And dear ones cling around me there. 

With smiles that banish every care. 

This picture fair, and oh ! so grand, 

In the brightest place shall have its stand; 

1 11 hang it on my chamber wall. 

Where golden rays of sunlight fall. 

And honour still the artist's name — 

Emblazoned yet shall be his fame. 

The tints we on the canvas find 

Beveal the beauties of the mind 

Each bank, each bush, each leafy tree. 

In autumn robes, are joy to me. 

Dearer than India's coral strand 

Are the hills and glens of my native land; 

Fairer than palace with cloud-capped dome. 

Is Creetown, loved Creetown, my boyhood's home. 
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AULD SCOTIA, I LOVE THEE ! 

[Lines suggested by the visit of a friend to his native place after an 

absence of eighteen years.] 

Auld Scotia, I loye thee ! dear land of my fathers, 

Again I revisit your heath-covered braes; 
Enraptured, I gaze on the scenes of my boyhood, 

Where first my yoimg footsteps in infancy strayed ; 
And looking around me, my thoughts wander backward 

To dear loving comrades, long since passed away; 
Methinks I still hear the sweet sound of their voices, 

As again through youth's careless green valley we stray. 

What joys fill my heart as old friends crowd around me, 

With sweet words of welcome and smiles of delight ; 
And tell the old tales that to memory are dearest. 

The tales that were told in life's morning so bright. 
Ah ! well I remember the day that I left thee. 

My fortune to seek on a far distant shore ; 
In silence I gazed on thy green hiUs and valleys, 

And sighed as I thought I might see them no more. 

But fickle Dame Fortime has smiled on me kindly; 

Again through thy green woods with pleasure I roam. 
And rest 'neath the shade of thy old forest monarchs, 

And drink the delights of my dear native home. 
In the fair sister Isle the green shamrock is waving, 

And bright shines the rose upon Albion's plain. 
And proud sunny France boasts her fragrant lily ; 

But give me the thistle and heather again. 

Full oft over vine^overed hills I have wandered, 
And fair is my home in the far distant west, 

Where sweet spicy breezes so softly are blowing. 
Yet Scotia, auld Scotia, 'tis thee I love best. 
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I Ve stood by the side of the lofty Niagara, 
And gazed with delight on the grand waterfall; 

I Ve sailed the Missouri and famed Mississippi, 
But Cree thou art dearer to me than them all ! 



WRECK OF THE "JANET WIGNALL." 

[The "Janet Wignall" (Captain R. W. Jones) was a vessel trading 
between Creetown Granite Quarries and LiverpooL On a return voyage 
she went to pieces on the Borgue Coast, during a terrible gale on the 
morning of the 18th January, 1879, when all on board— 7 in number — 
perished. For the widows and orphans of the deceased men, the Cree- 
tonians, with true Gkdlovidian generosity, raised an ample fund for their 
maintenance. Through the energy of Mr. Cooke, Ed. Galloway Gazette, 
Newton-Stewart, a considerable amount was added to the fund. Mr. 
J. L. Toole, the celebrated actor, was amongst the subscribers. The 
following appeared in the Galloway Gazette : — 

** It is thought that such had been the fury of the storm that the boat 
had become unmanageable at sea ; or that, through the darkness of the 
night and the thickness of the snow and sleet, the lighthouse at Boss 
Point had been obscured, so there was no friendly beacon to warn the 
poor nuuiners of their terrible danger. Be that as it may, when the storm 
had subsided, and daylight had dawned, the Borgue shore at Bomess 
Point was strewed with dead bodies and pieces of the wreck. Once more 
Charles Elingsley's lines were true in everything save the number, — 

'^ *■ Three corpses lie out in the shining sands. 

In the morning gleam, as the tide goes down ; 
And the women are weeping and wringing their hands 
For those who will never come home to the town. 

" ' For men must work, and women must weep; 

And the sooner it ^s over, the sooner to sleep ; 

And good-bye to the bar and its moaning.* 

** The fury of the storm had been such that the boat had been dashed 
helplessly against the huge cliffs and rocks known as Bomess Heugh. 
From total destruction there seems to have been no escape; and there, 
amid the fury of the storm, the roar of the angry sea drowning their 
piercing cries for help, these seven poor human beings perished. Within 
a short distance from home, these men died at the very spot which, in 
times of fair weather and foul, had so often been to them a beacon. 
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** The interments were soon over; and as the mourners desoendied the 
hill, they ooold see far away the boundless ooean, upon which the sun 
shone gloriously— that very ocean, now so tranquil and beautiful, which 
a few days before had engulphed the poor unoffending mariners in its 
terrible fury ."J 



They sailed away from the Mersey side; 
The mom was calm, smooth rolled the tide ; 
Soon they were ploughing through the foam; 
Each heart was light — they were nearing home. 

What though darkness was coming on, 

And ominous clouds were scudding along ? 

They would watch the beacon that guards the strand 

And rock-bound shores of our own dear land. 

A mother watched till day was gone, 
And breathed a prayer for her only son; 
The sea looked gloomy, the sky o'ercast, 
And his ship was on the billow's breast. 

A young wife hushed her babe to sleep, 
But her thoughts were away on the stormy deep; 
Yet she knew her loved one was strong and brave, 
And feared not the crest of an angry wave. 

Oh ! loving friends, you may look in vain, 
You will never see them in life again ; 
Mangled and bndsed, their once fair forms 
Are dashed on the beach in the pitiless storms. 

With blinding sleet and snowflakes white 

The friendly beacon was hid &om sight; 

The doomed ship struck 'mid the whelming waves, 

And not one soul on board was saved. 
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Soon the sad tidings reached their home — 
That husbands and fathers all were gone; 
And strong men wept and bowed their head, 
As sadly they gazed on the silent dead. 

A fair young wife, in slumber bound. 

Starts from her couch — she hears a sound ; 

Sweetly she smiles, her heart beats fast, 

"I knew," she cries, "you would come at last." 

Why does she tremble with sudden fear 
As she sees a friend and her pastor dear? 
Ah ! wherefore this untimely call ? 
One glance in his face has told her all. 

" Weep not, bereaved one," he softly said ; 
" Your tears can never bring back the dead ; 
Let us hope they have reached a brighter shore, 
Where storms and shipwrecks come no more." 

Shoulder to shoulder they made a bier. 
Loving comrades and kindred dear; 
Slowly they bore them away to rest 
With the British ensign on their breast. 

The stranger youths sleep side by side 

In sight of the ever-rolling tide ; 

And far away on Albion's shore 

They mourn for those who will come no more. 

EoU on, roll on, thou mighty deep, 
Thou canst not break their dreamless sleep; 
Thy billow's foam, thy dashing waves. 
Can never reach their quiet graves. 
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But a bright and glorious day will come, 
When the Saviour's voice will call them home; 
Washed in His blood, free from all stain, 
They shall meet their loved and lost again. 



LINES ON 
THE DEATH OF MR. WILLIAM HAINING. 

[Mr. William Haining was fatally injured at Newton-Stewart railway 
station, on the night of 5th December, 1881, while on duty as platfonn 
porter— which post he held for upwards of fifteen years. He had been 
attending the Wigtownshire train, and on his return he was cau^t by 
the buffer of a goods engine and thrown between the metals — the whole 
train of forty waggons passing over him. He was still conscious when 
found by his companions, but survived his injuries only a few hours. 
He was highly respected by all who knew him, and leaves a widow and 
nine children to mourn his loss.] 

I looked on a calm dead face to-day; 
I wept — my tears I could not stay — 
As I gazed upon his vacant chair, 
And saw the orphans weeping there. 
His widowed wife was sitting near 
That silent form, to her so dear. 
Only a few short hours before 
In life and health, and now no more ! 
For many years his labour lay 
Where, like a furious beast of prey. 
The iron steed comes rushing in. 
With deafening shriek and thundering din. 
On duty's path he stood that night, 
Watching each train with signal bright ; 
One stood behind him, one had gone. 
Another silently came on ; 
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He saw it not, and forward goes — 

Ah ! fatal step, it lays him low. 

And onward goes like rushing wind, 

As if no victim lay behind. 

They fotmd him bruised and bleeding there. 

And raised him up with tender care, 

From many an eye the tear-drops fell : 

He was their friend — they loved him well. 

Oh ! mighty steam, though great thy power. 

What ruin, in one single hour. 

Hast thou not brought to yonder hearth, 

So lately fraught with joy and mirth ! 

They brought him home^what scenes were there ! 

Ah ! who can tell their wild despair ? 

The home his presence made so bright 

Is sunk in sorrow's gloomy night. 

They wiped the stains from cheek and brow ; 

They know his hours are numbered now. 

He gazed on all that earth held dear, 

Bequeathed to each his blessing here ; 

He told them all his hour had come, 

And meekly said, " God's will be done," 

Then with his pastor joined in prayer — 

A sad and solemn scene was there ; 

Whispering, " Lord Jesus, be my stay," 

Calmly his spirit passed away. 

Oh ! let us hope, to lands more fair. 

To meet death's glorious Conqueror there. 

Silent they stood, with aching heart ; 

" We know 'tis very hard to part." 

God ! be Thou the widow's stay, 

The orphans' guide o'er life's rough way; 

Teach them to live by faith and love, 

That they may meet their lost above. 

o 
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TO MY SISTER. 

The autumn winds are sighing 

Around my home to-night, 
And memory wanders back again 

To scenes so fair and bright — 
Scenes of our happy childhood, 

When we wandered gay and free, 
In the valley and the greenwood, 

By the dear old River Cree. 

I wonder now, my sister. 

If your thoughts go back like mine 
To the wildflowers and the meadow. 

And the days of auld langsyne — 
When we chased the gaudy butterfly 

Through leafy glade and lane ; 
Oh ! childhood, happy childhood, 

There is music in thy name. 

And looking back, dear sister. 

Through the dim dim mist of years. 
Do you wonder that I 'm sad to-night. 

And cannot stay my tears; 
For I miss the sunny faces 

And the joyous loving tones 
That echoed with sweet music 

Arotmd our happy home. 

But the household band is scattered. 
With its music and its mirth. 

And one has gone to gladden 
Another home and hearth. 
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Still in my dreams I see them, . 

And whisper each loved name ; 
Shall we ever meet together 

In the dear old home again 1 

When you think of home, dear sister. 

Does your heart with rapture thrill ? 
Or have Albion's clifiFs grown dearer 

Than Scotia's heath-clad hills ? 
Methinks I hear you saying. 

Though bright the rose may shine, 
Land of our covenant fathers, 

Loved Scotland, thou art mine. 



ON THE BATTLE FIELD. 

See the pale moon slowly rising 

O'er the goiy battle field, 
Shining on the calm dead faces 

By its silvery light revealed. 
From the camp those gallant heroes, 

Ere the glorious orb of day 
In the east had set its signal, 

Were long weary miles away. 

Some were England's brave old warriors. 

Who had fought her battles well ; 
When they saw her banners waving, 

How their hearts with pride did swell t 
Some in manhood's bloom and beauty ; 

Some in youth's bright happy day; 
Eager all to do their duty. 

Noble British soldiers they. 
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See the dusky forms approaching; 

See our heroes bend their knee, 
Saying, as they raise the rifle, 

" Dear old England, 'tis for thee." 
" Save the colours ! guard the standard ! 

Cries a voice amid the strife. 
" I will save them," is the answer, 

" I will guard them with my life ! " 

See the war steeds prancing wildly, 

Riderless across the plain. 
And their brave and noble riders 

Lying there amid the slain. 
Now the weary day is ended. 

And the moonlight's fltful glare 
Shines alike on peer and peasant; 

Friends and foes are mingled there. 

See the dabbled British ensign 

Wrapped arotmd that youthful form; 
E'en in death he grasped the standard 

'Mid the battle's din and storm. 
On his lip a smile still lingers, 

Ere his noble work was done 
He had heard the trumpets sotmding — 

" Britain has the battle won ! " 

War, oh war ! where is thy glory 1 

All our loved ones lost and gone; 
Widows mourning, orphans weeping. 

Broken hearts, and ruined homes ! 
Britain ! raise thy glorious standard, 

Let the words thereon be peace; 
Keep thine honour still iintamished. 

And let war and troubles cease. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I n life a true and faithful friend ; 
N o miser he with hoarded gold. 

M anly in word and action too; 
E ager to help both young and old. 
M arvel not though tears be shed 

n yonder mound wherein he sleeps; 
R ight nobly he won a name. 

1 n honour still his name we '11 keep. 
A parent kind, a husband dear, 

M aking himself beloved by all. 

J ovial among the brilliant throng, 

A nd ready at auction's call. 

M y earnest prayer, Lord, is this, 

E temity with him to spend. 

S oon will our earthly race be run, 

B ut Heaven's bright journey never ends. 

U nited on that shining shore, 

C onversing with our loved ones there ; 

H appy in that sweet land of rest, 

A heavenly home so bright and fair; 

N o parting in that blessed place, 

N ought there but endless love and joy. 

A glorious noontide always shines; 

N o death-dews fall beyond the sky. 

H e whom we mourn with faith looked up, 

A nd trusted in the Lord on high; 

L ike him may we, with humble faith, 

L ive, so that when we come to die 

I n Jesus we may fall asleep. 

D elightful songs we then shall sing ; 

A nd we shall hear a chorus sweet, 

Y ea, Heaven's resplendent arch shall ring. 
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MY SCOTTISH HEATHER BELL. 

'Tis only a letter faded and old, 

Grown dim by the hand of time ; 
It came to me long, long ago, 

In a sunny " eastern clime." 
With trembling hand I broke the seal; 

It bound me with a spell, 
As I gazed with joy on those tiny flowers, 

My Scottish heather bell. 

Only a sprig from my native land, 

Where wild flowers brightly shine; 
But dearer to me than glittering gold. 

Or gems from an Indian mine. 
Again a careless happy youth, 

I roam through flowery dells, 
And hear the blackbird's sweet love-notes, 

Among my heather bells. 

I left my happy boyhood's home 

In search of wealth and fame, 
And wandered on through distant lands. 

Far o'er the trackless main. 
Then blame me not for the thrill of joy. 

Or the tear from my eye that fell 
As I pressed to my lips that faded flower. 

My Scottish heather bell. 

I 've plucked the gorgeous scarlet flowers 
From the rich pomegranate tree; 

And roamed through groves of trailing vines, 
But what were they to me ? 
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I 'd rather climb yon mountain steep, 

And view the mossy dells 
Where Scotland's martyred heroes sleep 

Beneath her heather bells. 

Oft in my dreams I see each spot 

Where in happy days I strayed, 
But wake to find myself alone, 

Beneath the cocoa's shade. 
A stranger in the stranger's land, 

Far from the rocky fells 
Where youth's delightful hours were spent 

Among my heather bells. 

Dear Scotland ! land of liberty. 

Home of the true and brave. 
On every sea, in every land, 

Thy flags of freedom wave. 
May peace and plenty still be thine, 

And wealth thy coffers swell; 
! let me rest in peace at last 

Beneath thy heather bell. 



MY FIRST ATTEMPT AT POETRY. 



LlKIS ON THB DbATH OF A DbAB FxXIin>. 



A home in heaven ! Yes, thou art there. 
Free from this world of sin and care; 
Free from this world of grief and pain, 
We will meet no more on earth again. 
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On that Sabbath mom when thy spirit fled 
I stood and gazed on the silent dead; 
I wept and mourned o'er thj beautiful clay, 
And wished, like thee, I might flee away. 

But I must wait my Maker's time 

To join thee, loved one, in that blest clime; 

And live with thee for evermore 

On Canaan's bright and happy shore. 

When my weary spirit from earth has fled, 
And the golden gates shall lift their head. 
Thou wilt welcome me in thy robes of light, 
To thy glorious home, that heaven so bright. 

There, with our heavenly King to reign, 
Never, oh ! never to part again; 
This blessed hope will cheer me on 
Till the bright eternal mom shall dawn. 



HOME AGAIN. 



After many years on a foreign shore, 
My own dear home I see once more; 
The home of happy boyish days, 
£ndeared to me in many ways. 

'Twas there I won my girlish bride. 
Who now is happy by my side; 
And other dear ones round us move. 
Sweet pledges of our mutual love. 
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When last we left our own dear land 
Loved mothers took us by the hand; 
With many tears, their blessing gave, 
But now they 're sleeping in their grave. 

They Ve crossed dark Jordan's swelling tide, 
And landed safe on Canaan's side; 
Now round the great white throne they stand 
With that great and exalted band. 

What blessed sight ! what glad surprise ! 
When all shall meet beyond the skies, 
And live for aye in mansions grand 
In that fair home, the better land. 



ACROSTIC. 



M y sister, if you look above, 
I n meekness, holiness, and love, 
S urely there sweet peace you 11 find, — 
S olace for a troubled mind. 

A nd, oh ! no matter where you roam, 

R emember this is not your home ; 

M y earnest wish, my fervent prayer, 

S hall be : God keep you in His care. 

T hrough eveiy change, though scoffers blame, 

R evere His high and holy name. 

O ur earthly race will soon be run, 

N earer the goal each day we come; 

G od give us grace, His will be done. 
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ON SEEING A PHOTOGRAPH OF A GROUP. 

I am gazing on a picture 

Of faces young and fair, 
In all their youthful gladness, 

Without one shade of care. 

One clasps with girlish fondness 

A bright-eyed baby boy. 
The idol of his father's heart, 

His mother's pride and joy. 

The pet of all the household, — 

You can see it in each face, 
As with loving arms they fold him 

In affection's warm embrace. 

Oh group of sunny faces ! 

Oh happy youthful hearts ! 
What doth the future hold for thee 

In all its mystic parts ? 

'Tis well you cannot raise the veil ; 

But may it brilliant be. 
As happy and imclouded, — 

The world as fair to see, — 

As when in youthful innocence, 

A joyous laughing band. 
Ye sat in life's bright morning 

Beneath the Artist's hand. 
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TO A LITTLE CHILD. 

God bless thee, little baby ! 

Thy face I 've never seen; 
Yet, in thy home so happy, 

I know thou art a king. 

Thy presence makes it brighter; 

May you a blessing be; 
I know bright hopes are centred, 

Dear little one, in thee. 

In thy home thou art a treasure ; 

Thy parents look with joy 
On their first sweet olive blossom, — 

A guileless baby boy. 

Seek thy Saviour, little baby, 

Ere the world thy heart shall sear; 

If His loving arm uphold thee. 
Then thou hast naught to fear. 

Like a shepherd He will lead thee 

With tender loving care ; 
Ever keep thy feet from falling 

In the world's hidden snare. 



Though storm-tossed. He will guide thee 

In safety o'er life's wave. 
To a land of light and beauty, — 

A home beyond the grave. 
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LINES ON DEATH OF A LITTLE COUSIN. 

Our little cousin Maggie 

Hath gone and left us now ; 
She is shining in the glory land. 

With a crown upon her brow. 

She hath joined her angel sisters, 
Who are singing with that band 

Where summer never fadeth. 
In the deathless upper land. 

Five bright and happy summers 

Past o'er her little head; 
Then pain and sickness followed, 

And her gentle spirit fled ; 

And left us all in sorrow, 

When her little form had gone, 

To mingle with her kindred dust 
In the tomb so drear and lone. 

Dear little cousin Maggie, 

We will meet on earth no more ; 

When day breaks bright in glory 
We will meet upon that shore 

Where dear ones, long since severed. 

Shall all imited be, 
And live again for ever 

Through all eternity. 
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ON SEEING THE FIRSTBORN CHILD OF 
MR. A. M'M , DASHWOOD SQUARE. 

I saw thee, sweet little bud of hope, 
As thou slept by thy mother's side. 

Who fondly gazed on thy fair young face 
With all a mother's pride. 

She loves thee with a fervent love, 

A love before unknown; 
The first branch from the olive tree 

Come to gladden her bright home. 

Thy father takes thee in his arms, 

And kisses thy tiny cheek ; 
His heart is filled with a happy love, 

Too deep for words to speak. 

In fancy he hears thy little voice 

Trying to lisp his name, — 
A name that binds him by holier ties, — 

And a thrill goes through his frame. 

Dream on, dream on, dear little one. 

Childhood will soon be gone. 
And thou must share this world's care 

If thy stay on earth be long. 

May the blessing of God and thy parents' love 

For ever on thee rest. 
To guide thee safe through this vale of tears 

To the mansions of the blest ! 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF JAMES R- 



Why weep ye, why mourn ye, your loved one 's at rest. 

Away, far away, in the realms of the blest, 

Away, far away, on that beautiful shore 

Where joy is unbounded, and grief comes no more. 

Ye saw not the angel who hovered above 
The couch of the dying with message of love ; 
Ye heard not the accents that fell on his ear, — 
Fear not, thou ransomed, thy Saviour is near. 

Ye see not the crown on his glorified brow ; 
'Tis only the casket you *re gazing on now. 
And soon 'twill be hidden away from thy sight, 
Yet the gem is re-set in the mansions of light. 

Spotless and pure are the robes he doth wear 
In the city celestial, that land free from care. 
Where foes never enter, and friends never part, 
But sing the sweet anthems with fulness of heart. 

Though he languished and faded in youth's sunny hours, 
He will blossom for ever in Eden's blest bowers; 
No sickness, no death, in that country so fair, 
The glorious sun shines eternally there. 

When on this cold earth ye shall breathe your last sigh. 
And your spirits shall soar through the ambient sky, 
Take comfort, bereaved ones, and trust in His love. 
Ye shall all meet again in the mansions above. 
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WE MET AND LOVED EACH OTHEK. 

We n^et and loved each other, 

Not wisely, but too well; 
Then came the bitter parting, 

More sad than I can telL 

He kissed my brow in silence, 
And pressed me to his heart; 

He knew our love was hopeless. 
And 'twere better far to part. 

When he pressed me to his bosom 
The teardrops dimmed mine eyes, 

For, oh ! I was another's, — 
Bound by solemn, sacred ties. 

Another's, yes, another's; 

Then pity ere you blame : 
While I fought the world's battle, 

Still I felt the hallowed flame. 

I was sad when first I met him; 

I found in him a friend, 
And told him all my sorrows, 

Little dreaming how 't would end. 

I was young: the world seemed brighter 
When another shared my woe. 

And we learned to love each other 
In that autumn long ago. 
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We thought not of the future 
In those delightful hours; 

The world seemed an Eden 

Strewn with love's undying flowers. 

Yet though he loved me fondly, — 
His was the nobler part, — 

For honour's sake he left me 
With a sad and aching heart 

Then came a few long letters, 

And a minature so fair; 
They are hidden in a casket. 

With a lock of shining hair. 

And often in the dreamlight 

I gaze with longing eyes 
Upon these hidden treasures, — 

My dearest earthly prize. 

That face, in all its beauty, 

Seems of myself a part ; 
And when I look upon it 

The tears unbidden start. 

While life remains FU keep them 
As a miser keeps his gold ; 

And none shall know the secret 
These treasured relics hold. 

They bring to me sweet memories 

Of a happy dream of love, 
That casts a spell aro\md me 

Like light from heaven above. 



WE MET AND LOVBD EACH OTHER. 41 

In that sweet dream we meet again. 

And roam o*er each loved spot ; 
Oh ! happy vanished autumn 

Thou wilt never be forgot. 



MY OWN DEAR SCOTTISH HOME. 

Twas a May-day clear and cloudless 

I wandered forth alone 
To view the regal beauty 

That siuTOimds my native home. 

I heard the feathered songsters 
Making music 'mong the trees, 

And the wild flowers' fragrant perfume 
Was wafted on the breeze. 

Through leafy dells I wandered, 

O'er scenes of bygone days, 
Where a happy band — now scattered — 

Sported on yon sunny braes. 

We plucked the bright-eyed daisies 

And twined them in our hair ; 
Oh ! we had royal banquets 

With youthful lovers there. 

I stood beside the school-house, 
They were singing soft and low 

The same sweet hymn of childhood 
We sung long long ago. 
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SpcU-bound, I stood and listened 
To the music of their song ; 

Again I seemed to mingle 

With that bright and happy throng. 

Sadly I turned and left them 
In their innocence and joy; 

May God still guide and keep them 
As changing years roU by ! 

I turned me to the churchyard 
With a weary sigh of care, 

And stood in sweet communion 
With loved ones sleeping there. 

Soon we must sleep beside them, 
Beneath the daisied sod ; 

But a brighter life awaits us 
If wo only trust in God. 

There 's another gem of beauty, 
And gracefully it stands. 

The noble Church of Scotland — 
A treasure in these lands : 

The Church our fathers fought for. 
And shed their precious blood ; 

May it ever stand untarnished, 
As for ages it hath stood ! 

Ere I left these scenes of beauty 

I sought the river side. 
Where in childhood's happy morning 

Our fairy barques did glide. 
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Sweet sounds of youthful voices 

Fell on my listening ear, 
As I stood &nd gazed around me 

On scenes to memory dear. 

The old oak trees are standing, 

With their gnarled trunks the same, 
As when we clung around them 

In many a merry game. 

Sweet wore the dear old stories 

Among their branches told, 
Ere the silver threads had mingled 

Among the threads of gold. 

There stands the feudal castle, 

Near the river, on the hill, 
Where old grim-bearded warriors 

The wassail bowl did fill. 

Now, in that happy, peaceful place. 

No warrior's footstep falls ; 
The battle-cry no more is heard 

Within the castle walls ; 

And youths and merry maidens 

Meet there at eventide. 
And tell the old old story 

As they wander side-by-side. 

The yellow broom is waving 

O'er the daisy-spangled lea ; 
And the river in its beauty 

Bolls onward to the sea. 
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Though Other lands are fairer, 
Where flowers bloom ever bright, 

'Neath skies without a cloudlet 
To mar the perfect light, 

I would rather see old Caimsmore, 
With the mist above its head, 

And hear the mountain torrent 
Thundering o'er its rocky bed. 

It is a scene of beauty. 

Fairer yet hath never shone ; 

No wonder that I love thee, 
My own dear Scottish home. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LITTLE COUSIN. 

Sweet little marble form, sleeping so sound, 
Soon they will lay thee in the cold ground ; 
Soon from thy loved ones they 11 bear thee away. 
To mix with thy kindred dust, — ^beautiful clay. 

No more thy loved accents shall fall on their ear. 
The sound of thy footsteps no more they shall hear ; 
Silent and motionless now thou dost lie, 
Thy little lips sealed, and closed thy dark eye. 

Sweet little blossom, cut down in thy bloom, 
Soon thou wilt wither within the cold tomb ; 
Brief the bright years that were unto thee given ; 
But wc know that " of such is the kingdom of heaven.'' 
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Four dear little blossoms are gone from thy hearth, 
And ye miss their sweet prattle, their music and mirth ; 
Though they sleep 'neath the sod, and are hid from thy sight, 
They are blooming above in the mansions of light. 

What are earth's gilded toys when compared with that home 
Where God's people shall be when their work here is done ; 
When loved ones shall meet in that glittering throng, 
And sing on for ever the conqueror's song ! 

When the Conqueror of conquerors shall stand in thy home, 
And thy closed eyes shall ope in the world to come. 
Take comfort, bereaved ones, and do not despair. 
Your dear little Bessie shall meet with you there. 



ACROSTIC. 

M y earnest prayer to thee is this : 
R emember still the Lord thy God. 

J oin with the lowly and the meek, 

A nd watch and pray on life's dark road ; 

M ake for thyself an honoured name ; 

E ndeavour still to do thy best ; 

S cek ye the Lord, and fear Him stiU- 

C leave to the truth, 'twill stand the test ; 
ppose the wrong ; defend the right — 
W hate'er betide— where'er you roam ; 
A nd if on duty's path you keep, 
N ever despair, bright days will come. 
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TO J. B. H , LONDON, ON THE DEATH OF HIS 

FRIEND, D. M*M , CREETOWN. 

What joy and rapture fiUed my heart 

A few short hours ago ! 
And now, beside my dear dead friend, 

I stand in speechless woe. 

I had travelled many long long miles 

To see his face once more, 
And spend a few delightful hours 

In dear old haunts of yore. 

But, ah ! the mighty conqueror came 

Ere I had reached his side, 
And fixed his seal upon his brow, 

In manhood's bloom and pride. 

And gazing on his lifeless form 

My bosom swells with pain ; 
And is it thus, my dearest friend. 

That we two meet again ? 

Oft have we met in youth's bright mom ; 

And memory's magic powers 
Bring back a thousand happy scenes 

Of boyhood's careless hours. 

Again we dance upon the green, 
And through the woods we roam, 

Or plunge beneath the cooling stream ; 
Oh ! joys for ever gone. 
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I may not hear his mirthful voice, 

Tis hushed for evermore. 
Nor feel the warm clasp of his hand, — 

Ah ! no, those dreams are o'er. 

A generous heart beat in his breast. 

Faithful, and kind, and true ; 
In him the needy found a friend 

Of which the world ne'er knew. 

We comrades were in life's gay mom ; 

Through good report and ill 
We shared each other's joys and cares ; 

1 11 love his memory still. 

God comfort his poor widowed wife, 

So suddenly bereaved ; 
Oh ! may she put her trust in EUm, 

He never will deceive. 

May He protect His loved ones all. 

And be their guide and stay ; 
Their leader o'er life's thorny road. 

Till dawns a brighter day. 

In that fair home " not made with hands," 
Where the pure in heart shall dwell. 

Oh ! let us hope we all shall meet ! 
Till then, dear friends, farewell. 
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ON THE " VALE OF CREE " LODGE, (L 0. G. T.) 

May the " Vale of Cree " Lodge ever flourish and stand 

Till the curse of intemperance is swept from our land, 

And the desolate homes on our beautiful isle, 

'Neath our wide-spreading banner, shall flourish and smile. 

Loved Britain ! whom poets call land of the free ! 

Land of the brave ! land of sweet liberty ! 

Though thy daughters are fair, and thy sons true and brave^ 

Yet thy bondage is worse than the poor galley slave ; 

For the Demon King Alcohol reigns over all. 
From the lowliest cot to the stateliest hall. 
All have felt his dread power, his soul-withering breath, 
Sending countless thousands to ruin and death. 
Look down, blessed Lord, from thy heavenly home, 
And turn the backsliders who from us have gone. 
Let them know that their stay is but transient here ; 
But life will be endless in heaven's blest sphere. 

When the sorrows and joys of this world are all o*er, 

May we all meet at last on that radiant shore. 

Where flowers never fade, but are ever in bloom. 

Yet no drunkard can enter; for him there *s no room. — 

No room for the lost one in yonder bright sky ; 

Then turn ye ! turn ye ! for why will ye die ? 

Take our pledge ; God will help thee thy promise to keep ; 

The Shepherd of Israel ne'er slumbers nor sleeps. 

The gallant Knight-templars, in ages long past, 
Never swerved from their vows ; they were true to the last. 
They left home and country, and crossed the dark sea. 
And waved their red banners o'er deep Galilee. 
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To defend that red cross they left England's fair bowers, 
And Scotia's wild heather and blue mountain flowers ; 
And slept their last sleep on the red field of fame, 
With honour imtamished : let ours be the same. 

Like them, from fair Scotia's shores we may roam, 
To islands that sleep in the wave-crested foam ; 
Let our drink be pure water wherever we be, 
'Neath tropical skies or the fair Vale of Cree. 
Our field is the world ; let our soldiers be brave ; 
We know that repentance comes not from the grave ; 
Then hold fast our banner, and work while we may, 
That the bright lights of temperance may blaze on for aye. 



TO A FRIEND, ON THE OCCASION OF HER 

MARRIAGE. 

Be faithful and true to the sacred vows 

Which thou hast made to-night ; 
They are registered in heaven above, 

Where all is pure and bright. 

They are sacred, solemn, holy vows. 
Which nought but death can sever ; 

Keep them with truth and virtue too. 
And make them bright for ever. 

Thou hast bade farewell to childhood's home, 

The home of thy early life ; 
Thy maiden name thou hast laid aside 

For the sacred name of wife. 



50 TO A FRIBND. 

May he, the chosen of thy heart, 
Still shield thee with his love, — 

A love that stronger, deeper grows. 
As future years shall prove ! 

Should little olive branches come 
To cluster round thy home. 

May they to thee a blessing be 
In all the years to come ! 

Teach them to early seek their God, 

And from temptation fly, 
That, when they leave this earthly home, 

"They may find one on high. 

Live for each other ; always strive 

To make life's trials light, 
That thy happiness may be the same 

As it was on thy bridal night. 



MEMORIES OF THE PAST. 



To Mr. J. P , Nbwton-Stbwart. 



The summer has come with outspread wings ; 
On hill and dell new verdure springs ; 
The birds are singing on bush and tree ; 
And we hear the hum of the laden bee. 
The air is filled with sweet perfume. 
From gorgeous flowers that brightly bloom ; 
The river is murmuring soft and low, 
And yet my heart is full of woe. 
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In my once bright home there 's a vacant chair ; 

And she who smiled so sweetly there, 

And filled my home with joy and light, 

Is hid for ever from my sight. 

She left us when the summer flowers 

Were shining bright in leafy bowers ; 

Ah ! that is why I 'm sad to-day, 

When all the world is fair and gay. 

My thoughts go back to the long ago ; 

I stand in the sunset's golden glow, 

And see her smile of sweet surprise, 

As I tell my love 'neath the twilight skies. 

She nestles closer to my side. 

The tell-tale blush on her cheek to hide ; 

The words that bound us, I hear them now ; 

Oh ! solemn and sweet is the marriage vow. 

When little voices came to cheer. 

The vows we made seemed doubly dear ; 

No fairer sight on earth to me 

Than the children clinging round her knee. 

With outstretched arms they *d gladly come, 

And nightly give me a welcome home. 

Oh ! childhood's hours are fair and bright ; 

But soon they vanish from our sight. 

Their childish voices soon were gone ; 
And youths and maidens filled our home ; 
With joy we watched our opening flowers, 
Through springtimes' happy, careless hours. 
But changes came with fleeting years ; 
Ofttimes our smiles were mixed with tears 
As one by one they left our hearth. 
To fill another home with mirth. 
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One sleeps far o'er the dark blue wave ; 
lu the strangers' land she found a grave ; 
She left us on her bridal night, 
When all the future seemed so bright. 
Another hailed an infant's birth, 
Then bade farewell to all on earth ; 
And one beside her mother sleeps, 
Where God, the Lord, a watch still keeps. 

Oh ! blessed thought, when life is o'er, 

By the crystal tide on the silvery shore, 

We shall meet where the waves of mercy roll, 

With cadence sweet to the ransomed soul ; 

And sing redemption's blessed story. 

As we roam with our loved o'er the fields of glory ; 

Forgotten will be all our griefs and care, 

In the perfect bliss that awaits us there. 



TO MRS. M*P , A LADY FRIEND, 

On a visit to her native home, after an absence of twenty-four years* 

Scotland ! bonnic Scotland, 
Thou wilt still bo dear to me ; 

1 have crossed the broad Atlantic, 
Again thy hills to see. 

In my girlhood's home I 'm standing. 

And tears unbidden start. 
As dear ones gather round me. 

And press me to their heart. 

'Tis long long since I left thee. 
And to me the world seemed fair ; 

I had tasted of its pleasures, 
Never dreaming of its care. 
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I left ray home and kindred 

Another home to seek 
In the far land of the stranger, 

Across the trackless deep. 

And though he stood beside me, 

The chosen of my heart, 
I felt, oh ! bonnie Scotland, 

Twas hard from thee to part. 

Thy fields were clad in beauty 

With autumn's golden sheaves. 
And I listened to the mtmnur 

Of the softly falling leaves. 

My eyes grew dim and misty 

As I breathed a sad adieu, 
And watched thy hills and valleys 

Receding from my view. 

And often, bonnie Scotland, 

In my home across the sea, 
From the haunted halls of memory 

Loved visions came of thee. 

We stood beside the river, 

Sweet haunt of life's young day; 
And the lovely flower-gemmed meadow. 

With its scent of fragrant hay 3 

And plucked the bramble berries 

In the shadow of yon wood. 
Till evening's dewy curtain 

Fell o'er us where we stood. 
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Oh ! happy vanished spring time ; 

Oh ! friends of bygone days; 
Though ye wander far from Scotland, 

And its sweet broom-covered braes. 

I know, when worn and weary, 
And the toilsome day is gone, 

Sweet visions hover o'er you 
Of childhood's happy home. 

I must leave thee, bonnie Scotland, 
For my home across the sea, 

By far-famed Lake Superior, 
Where dear ones wait on me. 

My home with love shines brightly. 
And yet I sometimes weep 

O'er graves beneath the cypress, 
Where my olive branches sleep. 

Though dear ones here are parted, 

I know beyond the sky 
We shall have a sweet re-union 

In the glorious by-and-by. 

As I tread life's rugged pathway. 
This thought shall cheer me on, 

When far from thee, loved Galloway, 
My own dear native home. 

My heart with fond affection 

Will linger o'er thee yet. 
Oh ! Scotland, bonnie Scotland, 

111 never thee forget. 
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ACROSTIC. 

T o theo, our pastor, God hath given 
H is earthly flock to tend with care ; 
E zplain to ns the Gospel truths, 

R eveal the secrets hidden there. 

E nlighten thou our darkened minds, 

V ain-glorying in self-righteousness. 

E arth's glories soon will fade from sight ; 

R eset the gem of heavenly light. 

E xhaustless is the source of bliss. 

N or murmur if the task be hard ; 

D raw near to God in earnest prayer. 

J esus, our King, on wings of light, 
A n answer sweet to thee will bear. 
M ay you be foimd, as years roll on, 
E xcelling still in grace divine, 
S owing rich seeds of faith and love, 

M aking thy light more brightly shine ! 
A nd when life's battle you have fought, 
C ontented may you close your eyes ; 
D awn, glorious dawn, for thee will break 

n fairer scenes beyond the skies. 
N o foes can enter that bright land, 

A nd friends who meet will part no more. 
L ife there is one bright endless day ; 
D eath cannot reach that love-girt shore. 

1 f storms should rise on life's dark sea. 
Nil desperandurriy a calm will come ; 

G reat waves of glory shall o'er thee roll, 
L ighting the way to thy heavenly home. 
I mbowered in that bright land above, 
S afely He 11 shield thee with His love. 



i 
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ON THE DEATH OF LITTLE ALICE 

DUNDEE. 



We will not forget thee, our own little darling, 

Though under the daisies they Ve laid thee to sleep ; 

When we think on thy smiles and sweet childish prattle, 
Although it is sinful, we cannot but weep. 

Ah ! yes, it is sinful to mourn thee, beloved one ; 

We know thou art safe with the Saviour now ; 
He took thee away in thy innocent childhood, 

Ere sorrow or care left a trace on thy brow. 

You say, little Lizzie, your sister is sleeping 
A long time. My darling, she will not awake 

Till the bright blessed dawn of the endless morning ; 
Oh ! then, little Alice, your slumber will break. 

When the archangel's trumpet through heaven is sounding, 
And hosts of bright angels are cleaving the skies, 

We shall meet thee in gladness, beyond the dark river. 
And never a tear shall again dim our eyes. 

We must take up our cross, and bear it with patience ; 

Whom the Saviour loveth. He chasteneth here. 
If we trust in His love He will never deceive us ; 

If He is our friend, we have nothing to fear. 

Farewell, little darling, we will not forget thee, 
Though taken so soon to the mansions above ; 

Oh ! may we, like thee, win a bright crown of gloiy. 
And sing, with the ransomed. His boundless love. 
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FAREWELL TO THE RIVER CREE. 

[Lines written to a friend on his leaving home.] 
Farewell, dear old river, I 'm leaving thee now. 
And gently the light breeze is fanning my brow ; 
Ere sunset to-morrow far from thee I '11 be, 
But I will not forget thee, romantic old Cree. 

I 've bathed in thy waters in youth's sunny hours. 

And roamed on thy green banks and plucked the wild flowers 

1 11 keep each loved spot in my memory green, 

Though the mighty Atlantic is rolling between. 

The bright hours of boyhood are faded and gone, 
And now I must leave thee, my own native home, 
My friends and companions so dear to my heart. 
To seek fame and fortune in life's busy mart. 

In the land of the stranger new friends I will find, 
But not like the old ones I 'm leaving behind ; 
The friends of my youth ne'er forgotten shall be, 
Nor the hours I have spent on thy banks, lovely Cree. 

When hoary old winter's encircling arms 
Threw o'er thee a mantle of sweet icy charms. 
In the bright silvery moonlight how happy were we, 
Gliding over thy bosom in triumph, loved Cree ! 

I 've stood by the Clyde, 'tis a gem in our land, 
And gazed on the Mersey, so noble and grand, 
Where the flags of all nations wave proudly and free; 
But, oh ! thou art dearer, meandering Cree. 

Forget thee, old river, ah ! yes, 1 11 forget 

When my heart shall cease beating and life's sun has set, 

When the bright orb forgets to rise over the lea, 

Oh ! then 1 11 forget thee, beloved River Cree. 



58 

ACROSTIC. 

M ore fair than any sparkling gem 
I s that pure rippling stream, 
S wiftly flowing from the rock, 
S weet sus a poet's dream. 

M assabielle, oh ! sacred place, 

A light still shineth there ; 

R evere her name, 'twas there she stood, 

Y ea, our Blessed Lady fair. 

F ar oflf; in her holy convent home, 

A simple peasant maid 

R eclines in peace, in her humble cell, 

N or need she be afraid. 

h ! sacred place, oh ! heavenly light, 

N ew joy she found in that blessed sight. 



LINES ON THE FUNERAL OF MISS RANKEN. 

[Miss Jane Ranken, for many years Teacher of the Countess of 
Galloway's Schools at Cumloden and Newton-Stewart sucoessively, died 
on Sabbath morning, 1st February, 1880, in her ninety Hseoond year; and 
was interred the following Wednesday within the ruins of the old Church 
of ^Onnigaif. The following lines were suggested by seeing her Funeral 
pass thither.] 

She is gone for ever, from earth away. 

My teacher in life's early day; 

Slowly the funeral passes by ; 

Sadly I gaze with tear-dimmed eye. 

When the dear old playground comes in sight 

With youthful forms and faces bright. 

And then I see, more dear than all, 

The School-house with its ivied wall. 
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'Twaa Galloway's good and noble lord, 
Who sleeps in peace in the old churchyard, — 
The noblest of that honoured race, — 
Endowed and founded that sweet place, 
With her who holds his memory dear ; 
Oh well may we their names revere : 
The widow and the orphan's stay, — 
Their noble deeds will last for aye. 

That lovely spot, — those vanished scenes 
They haunt me yet in happy dreams ; 
Sometimes I stand in the old school-room. 
Inhaling the bright flowers' sweet perfume, 
When I feel a soft hand on my brow. 
And hear a voice, that is silent now. 
Telling a young and thoughtless band 
Of mansions fair in the better land. 

She told us of the joyful strains 

The shepherds heard on Bethlehem's plains, 

On that ne'er to be forgotten mom. 

When Christ our Heavenly King was bom ; 

How God, the Father, in His love. 

Sent Him from that bright world above 

To this cold earth, — to bleed and die. 

That we might live with Him on high. 

Oft did she breathe a fervent prayer 
That He would keep us in His care. 
With loving hand still lead us on 
When in the world's gaudy throng ; 
Though tossing on life's troubl'd sea 
Her blessed words oft come to me, — 
Seek ye the Lord, and fear Him still. 
He 11 keep you safe from every ill. 
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Now full of years, with life well spent, 
The heavenly messenger was sent 
To bear her ransomed spirit home, 
To praise His name before the throne. 
Sleeping in Jesus ! blessed word, 
Waiting the coming of the Lord : 
Faithful servant, thy work is done, 
The crown is thine, the kingdom won. 



\ 



ON HEARING AN ESSAY READ IN THE " VALE OF 
CREE " LODGE BY MISS M. A , NOW MRS. G . 

Sister, to-night you gained the prize 
For which a few of us did strive. 
Your essay was pronounced the best 
When each one was put to the test. 

You know 'tis but an earthly prize, 
A brighter waits you in the skies. 
Yes, waits for all — if they will seek ; 
God surely will His promise keep. 

And when you stand on Zion hill. 
Before Him who said, " Peace, be still," 
May your essay, in the land of light, 
Stand testing, as it did to-night. 

And may we all, on that bright shore, 

United be for evermore ; 

A long eternity to spend. 

Our blessed Lord our guide and friend. 



ON HEARING AN ESSAY, ETC. 61 

Our (lay of grace is but a span, 
Then let iis use it while we can, 
That, when our earthly race is run. 
We may say, " Lord, thy will be done." 

When earth, and sea, and sky are fled. 
Our essays then will all be read ; 
Oh ! may our prizes be, that day, 
A crowTi of life to wear for aye. 



WEE MAGGIE. 



Thou 'rt sleeping now, wee Maggie, 
Sleeping never more to wake. 

Till the blessed light of glory 
On the endless mom shall break. 

Thou hast joined thine angel sister. 

Never more to part again ; 
Oh ! to be with thee, wee Maggie, 

On that bright extended plain. 

Though thy parents here are mourning 
For the children of their love. 

They shall meet you all in gladness 
In the glorious heaven above. 

When life's weary day is ended. 
And they reach the silv'ry shore, 

Then with thee, wee angel Maggie, 
They shall live for evermore. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MARY ELIZABETH 
AND JOHN M*G , 

ThB BlLOTED CBILDBBK OF J. AND M. WQ , DUNDBS. 

They are now in that land of peace and love 
Where sickness and pain are o'er. 

The home they filled with joy and light 
Shall know them again no more. 

They have crossed the starless jasper sea, 

Gone through its waters cold. 
And reached the bright and shining shore, 

Where youth will ne'er grow old. 

And white-winged angels round them throng 

With smiles and words of joy; 
They time their harps to welcome them 

To their Father's home on high. 

What tho' they lie in the churchyard lone, 
Where wild winds round them blow, 

The storm may rage, and loved ones weep, 
They hear no sounds of woe. 

Far away, in that glorious heavenly home, 

Where the weary findeth rest, 
Tliey sing, with the happy minstrel throng, 

The love-notes of the blest. 

When death's cold hand shall lay us low, 
May we walk in that countless throng, 

And gaze with joy on each loved face. 
As we join in their endless song ! 
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INES ON THE DEATH OF A. AND I. C- 



Thb Bsloyxd Childiibn of J. AND L C , NawTOir-SnwAKT. 

Tia the shadowy hour of evening, 

And through the mists I see 
Loved forms and happy faces 

That are hidden now from me, — 

Hidden where the yew tree waveth, 
In the churchyard's sombre gloom; 

Shining in the fields of glory, 
Where flowers for ever bloom. 

As the shadows deepen round me 

I breathe a weaiy sigh, 
Round my neck soft arms are stealing, 

Little pattering feet go by. 

With sounds of mirth and music, 
From the dead and buried past. 

They smile and flit around me, 
And my heart beats loud and fast. 

Through the gloom the sun is shining, 

Broken is the mystic spell, 
I see my little Agnes 

And my bright-eyed Isabel. 

No vain regrets nor longmgs 

Can marr their perfect bliss ; 
Oh ! I would not recall them 

To a weary world like this. 

On the silvery shore they 're standing, 

And beckoning me to come ; 
With their little hands to guide me, 

Sweet will be my welcome home. 
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ACROSTIC. 

M y sister dear, 'tis long since we, 

I n youthful innocence and glee, 

S at down by yon clear murmuring rill ; 

S weet vanished hours, ye haunt me stilL 

R ound each loved spot I of ttimes roam, 
A nd think of dear ones long since gone ; 
C ould I recall those friends once more, 
H ow I would greet them as of yore ; 
E ndearing tales would then be told— 
L ove's magic lore will ne'er grow old. 

A nd, sister dear, where'er you be, 

R eraeraber still the banks o' Cree ; 

M any fond delightful hours 

S pent we 'mong its leafy bowers ; 

T hrough childhood's bright and happy days, 

R ambHng on its flowery braes, 

O r wading in the rippling streams, , 

N o care disturbed our youthful dreams ; 

G one, gone for aye, are those bright scenes. 



TO A LITTLE FRIEND IN KILMARNOCK. 

They tell me thou art fair, " Wee Dick," 

Fragile and very wise. 
With wreaths of sunny golden hair, 

And lustrous large dark eyes. 
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They say thy gentle winning ways 

And cheerful ringing voice, 
Thy happy smile — so free from guile, 

Makes every heart rejoice. 

Thou art beloved by all, "Wee Dick;" 

Thy presence makes them bright; 
Oh ! may the memory of that love 

Still guide thy steps aright. 

'Tis loving words bring forth good deeds; 

And if afar you roam, 
Remember those who love you still 

In childhood's happy home. 

May grace and truth be with you still 

When youthful years are fled. 
And time's relentless hand hath tinged 

Thy sunny golden head. 

And seek the love that changeth not; 

We know Grod loved us so. 
He sent His only Son to die, 

To save our souls from woe. 

And by His death eternal life. 

In yon bright world above, 
Awaits on all who serve Him here, 

Still trusting in His love. 

Then give your heart to Him, " Wee Dick," 

Ere childhood's years be past; 
He '11 be your friend till life shall end. 

And take you home at last. 
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ACROSTIC. 

M ay you still be gay and happy, 
I 8 my wish, dear youthful friend; 
S afely tread life's rugged pathway, 
S afely reach your journey's end. 

S hun the way of evil doers, 
A nd from all temptation flee. 
R cason gently with the erring, 
A Iways strive their guide to be. 
H onour thy beloved parents 

M ore than all on earth beside. 

C ling with faith to Calvary's symbol, 

G lory in Him crucifiod. 

I n His loving arms seek shelter, 

V ictory shall then be thine. 

E nvy not earth's gaudy treasures; 

R ichest grace you there shall find. 

I n thought, word, and deed be pure, — 

N ought but this can peace secure. 

^ 

ON THE DEATH OF A BELOVED CHILD. 

Twas in the lovely month of May 

Our little blossom came. 
For one " not lost, but gone before," — 

We called her little Jane. 

With sunny hair and face so fair, 

And gentle mild blue eye; 
Scarce fit to lisp her infant prayer 

When called home on high. 
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But two short years and four short months 

On this cold earth to stay; 
Now shining bright in robes of light 

In the realms of endless day. 

Six weary days and weary nights 

Of sickness and of pain, 
Then angels came and whispered low — 

Come home, dear little Jane: 

We need thee in our home on high, 

Thou shalt dwell on earth no more ; 
A glorious crown awaits thee now 

On the fair celestial shore ; 

At the golden gate our King doth wait 

To place it on thy head ; 
He 11 lead thee there 'mid pastures fair, 

Where bright flowers never fade. 

Thou, a chosen lamb, to our fold wilt como, 

In our blessed Shepherd's care ; 
Clasped to his breast in endless rest, — 

No pain, no sickness there. 

'Tis joy to know thou 'rt with the blest, 

From this sin-girt world free ; 
I trust, when comes my day of rest, 

That I may be with thee. 

And though no more in this cold world 

I '11 look on thee again, 
With brighter eyes above the skies 

1 11 see my little Jane. 
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ACROSTIC. 

M ay thy pathway through life be strewn with bright flowers, 
R adiant and fair as in youth's happy hours. 

P eace and prosperity may you still find, 

A nd friends you can trust, both loving and kind. 

T ake thy cares to the cross, that emblem sublime ; 

R emember His promise, — a crown shall be thine. 

I n thy journey through life let thy password still be — 

C ommunion, my blessed Redeemer, with Thee. 

K cep all His precepts, nor stumble, nor fall ; 

M ighty His arm, 'twill uphold thee through all. 

C leave to thy faith, it is better than fame ; 

G lorify God, and honour His name. 

I n death's gloomy valley He '11 walk by thy side, 

V eiling thine eyes till you see the bright tide 

£ bbing and flowing on yonder fair shore, 

R cgal in beauty, where death comes no more. 

I f you keep His commandments, and trust in His love, 

N ew joys shall be yours in the mansions above. 



TO MRS. J. S , NEWTON-STEWART, 

In Hbmo&t of hbb thubb Childrbx. 

Just another little blossom 
Lying cold and silent there, 

With a wreath of golden ringlets 
Clustering roimd her face so fair. 

Little heart now stilled for ever, 
All its weaiy throbbings o'er ; 

Calm and peaceful is her slumber, 
Naught can ever wake her more. 
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Oh ! my darling, she is happy 

Far beyond the mist->^Teathed cloud ; 

But 'tis sad to look upon her 
Lying in her snow-white shroud. 

Oh ! to sleep in peace beside her ; 

Oh ! for wings to flee away 
From this world of pain and sorrow 

To that land of perfect day. 

When God took my first sweet blossom, 

Then I thought I could not live ; 
Oh ! that call was swift and sudden, 

Yet He takes but what He gives. 

Still I hear her low soft whisper. 

When my hand lay on her brow, — 
Oh ! I am so tired, mother ; 

Oh ! I am so weary now. 

Soon the bright eyes closed for ever. 

And our grief we could not hide ; 
Then He took her baby brother ; 

Now, they all sleep side-by-side. 

Such is life — a transient sunbeam, 

Then a wild and stormy blast ; 
But the haven lies before us, 

Where we '11 anchor safe at last. 

I will hear my loved ones calling 

From the far ofif blissful shore ; 
When I cross death's narrow river. 

They will bid me welcome o'er. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I have looked my last on that face so dear, 
N ever again will he smile on me ; 

M y eyes are dim with many a tear, 

£ arly and late his face I see. 

M y God, in Thee 1 11 put my trust ; 

ur earthly pleasures all are vain ; 
R e-union we shall have at last ; 

1 n heaven eternal joys remain. 

A nd I will strive to meet him there ; 

M y earnest prayers shall reach the throne. 

J esus will be my guide and stay, 

n faith's bright wings He '11 bear me on ; 
H ow happy will our meeting be ! 

N care to mar the pleasure there, — 

T he " King of kings " in love doth reign. 
A h ! 'tis a home beyond compare. 

1 11 meet him on that shining shore, 
T here pain and parting come no more. 



THE TAY BRIDGE DISASTER. 

Storm King ! sec what thou hast done 
In thy wild mad revels to-night ; 

Thou hast broken hearts, and ruined homes. 
That lately were fair and bright. 

That monument, so noble and grand. 
O'er the beautiful Firth of Tay, 

That proudly raised its crested head, 
Thou hast swept, in thy wrath, away. 
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Swept away by thy mighty power, 

With its freight of human souls, 
Into the depths of the surging wave, 

Where deep dark water rolls. 

Ah ! little thought those death-doomed ones 

That danger lurked so near — 
With joyful hearts they were speeding ou 

To hail the glad new-year. 

"Will the bridge be safe? " asks a maiden fair, 

With light and graceful form. — 
" The bridge is safe, you need not fear, 

'Twill stand the raging storm." 

On rushed the panting iron steed, 

And doubts and fear were gone. 
As through the darkness they espied 

The lights of their own dear home. 

And anxious ones are waiting there 

To meet their loved once more. 
Will the mighty structure stand the blast 

And bear them safely o'er ? 

'Tis reached at last, fierce blows the gale, 

No warning voice is there ; 
No earthly power can s^ve them now — 

All, all is wild despair. 

The watchers stand with bated breath 

As the doomed train rushes on ; 
Three flashes bright break on their sights 

Then all is lost and gone. 
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Let 118 draw the veil o'er that sad scene 

Of sorrow and wild dismay; 
God comfort those who are mourning now 

On the beautiful Firth of Tay. 

Oh ! boast not man of thy mighty works, 
With all their pomp and show ; 

When the Great Unseen puts forth His hand. 
They 're laid in ruins low. 

Then let us fear His holy name, 
And serve Him while we may, 

Lest we should get a sudden call, 
As they did on the Bridge of Tay. 



ACROSTIC. 



'T will long be remembered by all who have seen 
ur artist's fine picture, — ^how lovely the scene I 

M em'iy, fond mem'ry, brings back to our mind, 
R esplendent as ever, the days o' langsyue. 

J oyfully gaze we on each beloved spot. 

O h ! dear River Cree, thou 'It ne'er be forgot ; 

S ummer winds sighing thy bosom along, 

£ ndless thy murmur, ceaseless thy song. 

P ainted with various colours so fine, 

H eaven's own tints on the canvas doth shine. 

Well may we gaze on a picture so fair, 

E mblem of beauty, costly and rare ; 

L ovely the landscape, fair stands our town, 

S miling on green hills and valleys around. 

H ope on, work on, artist, fame will thee crown. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. J. R- 
NEWTON^TEWART. 

My husband dear, 'tis long ago 
Since I stood by thy dying bed ; 

I knew the parting hour had come, 
And many silent tears I shed. 



I still can hear thy last farewell, 
And feel the soft clasp of thy hand. 

Ere death's pale ensign o'er thee spread. 
And wafted thee across the strand. 

The fair May mom in beauty dawned 
On loving watchers by thy side. 

But ere the sun had sank to rest 

Thy barque had crossed the swelling tide. 

Oft in the silent hours of night 
Sweet visions o'er my slumbers come ; 

But mom dispels those visions bright 
That make a heaven of my home. 

Time cannot wean my heart from thee ; 

I seem to feel thy presence near. 
Though summer flowers and winter snows 

Have decked thy grave for many a year. 

My husband dear, my children's sire, 

The sharer of my joy and woe. 
Thy image in my heart shall dwell 

As in the happy long ago. 
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God took thee, 'twas His blessed will ; 

And when life's vain parade is o'er, 
A joyful meeting ours shall he 

Where pain and parting come no more. 



ACROSTIC. 

I wonder, beloved one, if we shall meet 

N ear the great white throne at the mercy seat, 

'M ong the white-robed throng in the spirit-land, 
E ach haying a place at God's right hand. 
M ysterious, Lord, are all thy ways ! 
ur feeble lips breathe forth Thy praise ; 
R enew our hearts, our doubts remove ; 

Y ea. Lord, we need thy pardoning love. 

ur hearts are sad, tears dim our eyes, 
F or in the grave our loved one lies. 

D eath came when all was fair and bright, 
A nd not a shadow dimmed our light. 

V ain are our sighs, in vain we weep, 

1 n death's embrace he '11 soundly sleep ; 
D eep sorrow dwells within my heart. 

M y own beloved ! 'tis sad to part. 

C an I forget thee? — ^yes, when death 

M y eyes shall close and stay my breath. 

A h ! then, when the grand secret's mine, 

S hall we not live in love divine ? 

T here all is bright, nought can decay, 

E temal joys fade not away, — 

R ejoice shall we when comes that day. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF MARY D- 

Thc conflict is over, the mourners stand 
And gaze on their loved one gone, 

Wliile angels sing a chorus sweet 
As they bear her spirit home. 

The dew of death is gathering fast 

Around her pallid brow; 
Ah ! what a change ! 'tis the soulless clay 

That lies before them now. 

But, oh ! her never-dying soul 

Is soaring through the sky, 
To dwell for ever with the Lord 

In His fair home on high. 

In that bright land no sorrow comes. 

Nor youthful days decline. 
And on those everlasting hills 

The glorious sun will shine. 

She 11 look with joy on His kingly brow, 
Once wreathed with a thorny crown ; 

Oh ! priceless love, when He for us 
His spotless life laid down. 

On earth she gloried in the cross 

On which He bled and died ; 
And now she wears those royal robes 

Washed white in His crimson tide. 

And though she sleeps in her narrow bed, 

In the peaceful silent land, 
Her spiritual voice now sings His praise 

With the happy white-robed band. 



76 LINES ON THX DBATH OF MART D- 



She hath left this world and its transient joys 
For a world by love made bright ; 

What joy 'twill be when loved ones meet 
In that beautiful land of light ! 



LONG AGO. 

I loved you in the days of youth, 
When my heart was free from care, 

Ere time's rude hand had touched my brow, 
And left its impress there. 

I loved to wander by thy side. 

To hear thy winning voice ; 
flach word was music to my ear. 

And made my heart rejoice. 

You told me of the sunny lands 

Beyond the bright blue sea ; 
Oh ! how I wish those happy hours 

Would come once more to me. 

But long long years have passed since then. 
And love's bright dreams are o'er ; 

Those golden hours, on time's swift wmgs, 
Are flown for evermore. 

Though other ties now bind each one. 

The thought of days gone by 
Comes o'er me like a shadow still, 

And leaves behind a sigh. 

Fond memory lingers o'er those scenes ; 

They brighter grow each day. 
The fervent love our hearts first knew 

Can never fade away. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF "WEE SARAH" AND 

MAGGIE M*G , 

Our loved ones sleep their long last sleep, 
And guardian angels watch still keep 
O'er the grassy mounds where in peace they lie, 
Till God shall call them to the sky. 

Sweet little flowers, sent from above 
To fill our hearts with holy love ; 
But soon, ah ! soon they withered here. 
To blossom in a brighter sphere. 

Ere sin had left a crimson stain. 
The great and mighty Conqueror came 
And kissed their little breath away. 
And left us nought but lifeless clay. 

We robed their forms in spotless white — 
Now they are clothed in robes of light, 
And crowns of glory, heaven's bright gems, 
More fair than all earth's diadems. 

For ever safe within the fold, 
They tread those streets of shining gold; 
Of such is heaven's kingdom made — 
These were the blessed words He said. 

Now silent is each little voice 
That often made our hearts rejoice ; 
Yet, in that happy land of rest, 
They sing the anthems of the blest. 

Deep is their sleep, sweet is their rest; 
God's will be done, He knoweth best. 
We 11 trust in Him, that on that shore 
We all may meet and part no more. 
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FROM AFAR. 

The full moon in splendour is shining to-night, 

And prairie and forest are radiant with light, 

The soft wind comes whispering from o'er the blue sea. 

And my thoughts wander back, bonnie Scotland, to thee. 

Yes, sleeping or waking, sweet visions will come 
Of the land of my fathere, my dear native home. 
Where in youth's sunny morning, so joyous and free, 
I roamed 'mong the heather and chased the wild bee. 

Old Wigtown ! in dreams I revisit your shore. 

And bathe in thy waters again as of yore; 

Round thy old granite cross, with a bright happy band, 

On the magical pinions of fancy I stand. 

Ah ! well I remember the long winter night. 
When we sat roimd the fire, so cheerful and bright, 
And listened enrapt to some auld Scottish tune. 
Or the time-honoured legend of ancient Baldoon : 

How the weird lady wanders, at midnight's lone hours. 
Through the old feudal ruins and ivy-clad towers. 
Oh ! bright are those day-dreams, they bring to my mind 
The sweet vanished pleasures o' bonnie langsyne. 

'Tis sweet, though in dreams, each loved spot to review. 
Where, with youthful companions, so faithful and true, 
We drank the bright pleasures of life's early day — 
Oh ! boyhood, thy hours passed too swiftly away. . 

Long years have rolled on since I crossed the dark wave. 
And left thee, auld Scotia, thou land of the brave ; 
Yet dearer to me are thy wild mountain flowers 
Than all the rich blossoms from vine-covered bowers. 



FROM AFAR. 79 

Though fair be this country, and soft blows the breeze 
From olive, and myrtle, and stately palm trees ; 
And the bulbul is singing our forests among, 
But it cannot compare with thy grey linnet's song. 

If fortune should waft me across the wide main, 
Enraptured I 'd gaze on thy blue hills again ; 
With loved ones aroimd me, my wish then would be — 
To sleep my last sleep, bonnie Scotland, in thee. 



ON THE DEATH OF M. H. V , 

The bblotbd Child of J. and E. V , Chbbtown. 

Our darling sleeps in Jesus now ; 
Pale and cold is her fair yoimg brow ; 
Her voice is hushed for evermore ; 
Life's short sweet dream with her is o'er. 

Her little chair is vacant now. 
And sorrow clouds my aching brow ; 
Her guileless talk and smiles so bright 
Oft filled my heart with fond delight. 

I see her in my visioned sleep, — 
Oh ! blame me not although I weep ; 
I know God took my little flower 
To bloom for aye in His fadeless bower. 

A mother's love can ne'er decay, 
When earth and sea have passed away 
'Twill brighter shine in worlds above, — 
Not even death can quench that love. 
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9r 

In God's lone acre now she will lie, 

Where wild flowers bloom and soft winds sigh ; 

The young, the old, the gay, the fair, 

All, all have found a dwelling there. 

I miss my loved one from our hearth ; 
No more will sounds of childish mirth 
With joy fall on my listening ear ; 
But, ah ! I '11 hold her memory dear. 

In Thee, Lord ! 1 11 put my trust ; 
Soon I must mix with kindred dust ; 
Give mo Thy grace, and on that shore 
I '11 meet my lost, and part no more. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF MRS. M- 

CREETOWN. 

She is gone, my gentle Maggie, 
And my heart is sad to-night ; 

I miss the sunny presence 

That made my home so bright. 



She hath faded in her beauty. 
In her bright and joyous bloom, 

And left earth's cares and pleasures 
For the slumbers of the tomb. 

When twilight's shadows gather 

I seem to feel her near ; 
In vain I listen for her voice 

My lonely heart to cheer. 
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Her sweet voice now is silent, 

And on her brow so fair 
The dew of death is lying, — 

Ah ! what a change is there ! 

She cannot see my sorrow 

As I hush our babes to sleep ; 
When I clasp them to my bosom 

Do you wonder that I weep ? 

No mother's hand to guide them, 

No mother's love to cheer 
And soothe their childish sorrow. 

And wipe away their tear. 

Dream on, my little darlings. 

In your innocence and glee ; 
Ye do not know what I have lost — 

She was the world to me. 

And oft, in bitter anguish. 

By her silent grave I stand ; 
Yet I know she does not miss me 

In the glorious spirit land. 

Sleep on, sleep on, my Maggie, 

A blessed day will break. 
When we from our long slumber 

Shall all at last awake. 

And meet in that bright world 
Where they form no marriage tie, 

But live and love for ever 
Beyond the starry sky. 



82 

ACROSTIC. 

I n Jesus thou 'rt sleeping, 
N ow free from all pain. 

M y darling, He took thee 
£ re sin left a stain. 
M emory oft brings thee, 

n pinions of light, 
R adiant before us 

1 n robes of pure white. 

A nd, oh ! when I 'm called, 
M ay my home be thine, 

W here God in His glory 
E temal doth shine. 
E den's sweet landscape 

S hines lovely and fair, 
A nd bright are its rivers — 
R ich flowers do bloom there. 
A nd in that fair city 
H ow sweetly they sing 

C clestial anthems 

f praise to our King ! 

1 f we in that bright home would share, 
D raw near we must to God by prayer. 



THOUGHTS ON A NEW-YEAR'S MORNING. 

Tis the glad New- Year ; I am thinking now 
On scenes long gone and past — 

Scenes of my youth and childhood too. 
With dreams too bright to last. 
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I think of a home beyond the sky, 

Far from this world's strife, 
Where all who serve their God below 

Shall enjoy eternal life. 

Again I think of loved ones gone. 

Who were with us last New- Year's day; 

They are sleeping now 'neath the daisied turf 
Of our churchyard old and grey. 

Sleeping their long and dreamless sleep 

In the silence of the tomb. 
To wake no more till the trumpet sounds, 

And the judgment mom shall come. 

Oh ! may that sound bring joy and peace 

When from our graves we rise, 
To spend our endless bright New- Year 

In lands beyond the skies. 



ACROSTIC. 

M ore fair than all earth's palaces, 
R esplendent though they shine, 

J ehovah, is Thy heavenly home — 

A nd, oh ! that home is mine. 

M y heart shrinks not; 1 11 face the storm, 

£ nraptured stem the flood, 

S eeking Thy help while life shall last, 

M y Saviour and my God. 

U nspeakable will be my joy, 

R eclining. Lord, on Thee; 

R e-union with my loved and lost; 

A h ! then, what bliss 'twill be — 

Y ea, Lord, to dwell with Thee ! 
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MINNIGAFF CHURCHYARD. 

Fair is that sacred hallowed place 

Where the loved and lost are sleeping; 

And out from heaven's glorious arch 
Bright angels watch are keeping. 

The light and joy of many a hearth 

In their narrow beds are lymg; 
Where Penkiln sings a requiem sweet, 

And Cree's soft winds are sighing. 

A solemn calm o'er my spirit steals 

As silently I ponder 
O'er some loved name on the tombstone grey. 

And back to the past I wander. 

I hear young voices, long since hushed, 

In joyous laughter blending; 
But the Reaper came with sickle keen, 

Their short bright summer ending. 

The warrior sleeps his last long sleep 

'Neath the ivy old and hoary ; 
Bright is his name on the scroll of fame-— 

He fought for his country's glory. 

Far from the battle's din and strife 

He rests in peace for ever; 
Life's fitful dreams for him are o'er, ^ 

He hath crossed the silent river. 

Emblazoned on yon ancient stone 
The crested birds stand proudly, 

Armorial bearings of a race 

Whose praise oft soundeth loudly; 
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And scions still, through vaulted halls, 

Their nation's rights defending, 
Proclaim the truth in accents loud. 

The walls with echoes rending. 

No loud acclaim the sleepers hear, 

Nor fame's triumphant story; 
But clearer sounds shall reach their ear 

In the endless dawn of gloiy. 

I see a name 'mong the ruins grey; 

Ah ! why are the tear-drops falling ? 
Old memories waken up again. 

The happy past recalling. 

My teacher, 1 11 revere her name 
Till death's cold hand o'ershadeth ; 

Perchance, like her, the prize 1 11 gain — 
A crown that never fadeth. 

Fair are the flowers that deck the sod 
Where the blessed dead are sleeping ; 

But fairer flowers they now behold; 
Then wherefore are we weeping ? 

Our few short years will soon be gone ; 

Then, hall and cot forsaking. 
We all must sleep our last long sleep, — 

The sleep that knows no waking. 

Prepare us. Lord, for that great change, 

That we may rise victorious. 
To meet the bright seraphic throng, 

And soar to mansions glorious. 
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LINES ON JOHN AND JAMES REID, 

Sons of Mb. John Rbid, Mbbchakt, Ksmrroir-STBWAKT. 

[John, his eldest son, aged 17 years, an apprentice on board the ship 
** Monarch of the Seas," which left Liverpool for New YoA on the 19th 
March, 1866, with 674 passengers and 54 of a crew, and has never since 
been heard of. James Sloan Beid, his second son, aged 16 years, an 
apprentice on board the ship ^ Lodore " of Liyerpool, on a voyage from 
Glasgow to Rangoon, drowned on the 2nd July, 1869, near the Cape of 
Good Hope.] 

I am sitting in the twilight, 

Looking back into the past, 
Gazing on young happy faces 

Smiling, as I saw them last. 

When they left me, in their boyhood, 

With their young hearts light and free, — 

Left the dear home of their childhood, 
For a home upon the sea. 

Never more shall their sweet voices 

Echo through our home again ; 
Hid for aye, those bright young faces, 

'Neath the waters of the main. 

Yes, they sleep beneath the billows. 
Stormy tempests o'er them wave ; 

No green turf nor weeping willows 
Mark their lonely ocean grave. 

Tell me, wild waves, did ye hear them. 

Ere they sank beneath the foam, 
Whisper words of absent dear ones — 

Father, mother, friends, or home ? 

Did that Voice above the tempest 
Echo through the storm-tossed wave, 

Fear no evil, I am with you, 
And My arm is strong to save ? 



LINES ON JOHN AND JAMES REID. 87 

Though you sink 'beneath the billows, 

Fear not, I am with you still, 
I will guide your ransomed spirits 

Safely to bright Zion's hill. 

There, with crowns of fadeless glory, 

Ye shall dwell for evermore ; 
In the blissful bowers of Eden 

Storms and shipwrecks are all o'er. 

Though we miss them from our circle, 

He who took them knoweth best ; 
When these blessed thoughts steal o'er mc. 

Then I know that they are blest. 

When our journey here is over. 

And we cross dark Jordan's wave. 
Fathers, mothers, friends, and dear ones, 

All shall meet beyond the grave. 

No more sorrow, no more sighing, 

No more tears shall dim our eyes ; 
We shall live and love for ever. 

Far beyond the ambient skies. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF E. B , 

A Mbmbbb 07 THB "Valb 07 Crxb** Looob, (L 0. O. T.) 

A sister beloved from our circle hath gone 
To join with the saints in our heavenly home ; 
Her parents they mourn for the child of their love. 
Who hath gone to her rest in the mansions above. 
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No more her fair form in our Lodge will appear, 
No more our regalia with pride she will wear ; 
But a brighter regalia adorns her to-night — 
Arrayed as a bride in robes of pure white. 

They have laid her to sleep in her last earthly home, 
Where all soon must follow, but back none can come. 
May we so spend our lives, when we come to die. 
We may lay down our cross for a crown in the sky ! 

There our hearts will cease aching, our hands strive no more^ 
There sorrow and sighing and pain are all o'er ; 
And Jesus stands waiting in Zion's bright home ; 
For all who are willing. He says there is room. 

In the daybreak of glory, when nature shall fade, 
And all things on earth will depart as a shade ; 
When we cross the dark river our souls, pure and free. 
United for ever, Good Templars will be. 



THE EDINBURGH REVIEW— AUGUST, 1881. 

Why have the haughty Southrons come 

To Scotia's shores to-day? 
Why have they crossed the border-land 

In the autumn morning grey? 
Not as they came in days of old — 

With war-cry deep and loud ; 
Though we hear the roll of martial drums 

And gaze on a motley crowd. 
No blood-stained banners meet our sights 

No tears our eyes bedew ; 
Cheer after cheer rings loud and clear : 

'Tis Scotland's grand review. 
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From east and west, from north and south, 

Those gallant heroes come ; 
The Highland lads, in kilt and plaid, 

Have left their Highland home. 
What though the rain in torrents fall 

Like a deluge o'er the land. 
With fearless eye and daomtless heart 

They proudly take their stand. 
Each hero smiles, as hand clasps hand 

In friendship firm and true ; 
They have met to honour Britain's Queen 

At Scotland's grand review. 

O'er Arthiir's Seat our standard waves — 

A rampant lion bold. 
Fit emblem of those heroes brave, 

Whose valour shone like gold. 
No coward hearts beat in their breasts ; 

They have marched o'er burning sand, 
And proudly waved their banner high 

In many a distant land. 
Like lions bold they bravely fought 

Proud tyrants to subdue. 
Now, side-by-side, they march with pride 

At Scotland's grand review. 

They have trod the forests of the East^ 

Where the rose of Sharon grows, 
And cooled their parched and fevered lips 

Where the mighty Ganges flows. 
And noble trophies they have brought 

From many a hard- won field ; 

Their scars proclaim them heroes brave ; 

A Briton will not yield. 

o 
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To-day they scan the Meadows o'er, 

And youth springs up anew 
As they gaze on Britain's flower and pride 

At Scotland's grand review. 

Hark ! 'tis the cannon's thimdering noise, — 

The royal cortege comes ; 
With deafening cheers the air is rent, 

Music, and roll of drums. 
Horsemen proudly dash along. 

Oh ! 'tis a brilliant scene ; 
The Scottish archers proudly stand 

To guard our noble Queen. 
Echoes are sounding loud and clear 

O'er the heath -clad mountains blue, 
As they march through mist and blinding rain 

At Scotland's grand review. 

A thousand banners kiss the breeze 

On crags and meadows green ; 
Ten thousand thousand voices cheer 

Loved Britain's honoured Queen. 
She smiles and bow^s her royal head 

To all that mighty throng ; 
From age to age her praise will sound 

In many a deathless song. 
Those heroes gathering round her now 

Will still be brave and true ; 
A nobler army never met 

Than at Scotland's grand review. 

Eventful day ! thou 'rt gone at last, 

The evening shadows fall ; 
The peasant seeks his humble home, 

The statesman seeks his hall. 
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May Britain's sons united stand 

Till time shall be no more, 
And loyally, with heart and hand, 

Still guard our native shore ! 
Though hill and glen are hid with mist, 

'Twill disperse with the morning dew ; 
Our children's children yet shall tell 

Of Scotland's grand review. 

But a day will come when no mists shall rise 

Where the countless thousands stand. 
And journey on through boundless space ; 

Will it be to the better land 1 
Will it be where no shadows ever fall, 

Where the mists are cleared away ? 
Shall we leave this world's darksome goal 

For the light of an endless day ? 
Ah ! that is a secret hid from us ; 

But I know, if we 're firm and true, 
A crown shall be ours that will not fade 

At the last and grand review. 



ON THE OPENING OF A NEW MISSION HALL 
IN CONNECTION WITH PENNINGHAME 
CHURCH, 17th MAY, 1882. 

The glorious orb hath sunk to rest, 
Away in the beautiful golden west ; 
The twilight hour is on the wing; 
Sweetly, the evening bells do ring ; 
The stars peep out from the vaulted sky ; 
Fair is the scene that meets my eye ; 
The deep'ning shadows round me fall 
As I stand in our new-built Mission Hall. 
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Two fleeting years have come and gone 
Since we our pastor welcomed home ; 
He came right nobly at our call — 
Revered, esteemed, beloved by all. 
May changing seasons come and go 
Ere we or he a change may know; 
And long may he Christ's cause proclaim — 
'Tis better far than wealth or fame. 

He sees our wants, — they are his care ; 
And now another house of prayer 
Conspicuous stands among the trees, 
Kissed by the light, fanned by the breeze. 
There, on the blessed Sabbath day, 
The little ones will wend their way. 
With teachers dear, to point the road 
That leads to glory and to God. 

With bounteous hand and generous heart 

The donors nobly did their part. 

May health and plenty still be theirs. 

And freedom from this world's cares ; 

May all a pattern take by them, 

And make our Church a beauteous gem ; 

May the slanderer's tongue ne'er defile the wall 

Of that sacred place, or its Mission Hall ! 

Our noble Church, like a giant bold. 
Stands proudly, as it did of old. 
When its sacred truths were trampled down 
Under a despot's blood-stained crown. 
Firmly God's faithful servants stood ; 
They feared not fire, sword, nor flood ; 
On the mountain steep^ by its rocky wall. 
They made a glorious Mission Hall. 
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There are lands, far from our island home, 

Where the Gospel light hath never shone ; 

There men and maidens, youth and age, 

Are strangers to each sacred page. 

With generous heart and willing hand 

Let us help that poor benighted band. 

That, when they hear God's mighty call, 

They may soar to His blood-bought Mission Hall. 

When we meet in our new-built house of prayer. 

May peace and love unite us there ; 

And may the blessed truths we here 

Prepare us for a brighter sphere ! 

When our frail barque sinks in the world's dark tide. 

May Christ, the Lord, still be our guide ; 

On the waves of light may we rise and fall, 

Till we stand in His glorious Mission Hall ! 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF SAMUEL WHITE. 

[A jovng man of weak intellect, who strayed from his home on 9th 
November, 1881. His body was found on the 16th, on Glassoch Moor, 
about six miles from his home.] 

They found him asleep on the moorland so drear. 
No loved one beside him his last hours to cheer ; 
No bright scarlet sunset, with billows of gold. 
Shone o'er that pale form so silent and cold. 

*Twas gloomy November, and fierce blew the blast ; 

The sky was o'erclouded, the rain falling fast. 

He wandered from home a few days before. 

Ah ! little they thought he would come back no more. 
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Onward, still onward, the short day was gone, 
Each step leadmg farther away from his home ; 
Night's gloomy mantle clos'd over his head, • 
Bewildered and lonely, in terror he fled. 

Poor helpless imbecile ! seeking in vain 
The home he had left^ and would ne'er see again. 
God ! in Thy mercy we know thou wert nigh 
AVhen, exhausted, he sank on the moorland to die. 

Thy strong arm upheld him when fainting with fear, 
Thy loving voice whispered — " Fear not, I am here." 
Through death's gloomy valley Thy beacon, so bright^ 
Hath led him to mansions of endless light. 

Surely the angels his requiem sung, 

Surely for him a new life has begun . 

In the bright everlasting, where all is made plain ; 

Then mourn not, bereaved ones, your loss is his gain. 

No more he will wander in darkness and cold ; 
Bright angels will lead him thro' streets of pure gold ; 
And there you may meet when life's journey is o'er. 
Where God in His glory the lost will restore. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF J. C , AGED 

EIGHTEEN MONTHS. 

Ye arc mourning for your loved and lost ; 

But dry your tear-dimmed eyes — 
He is singing with the heavenly host, 

Above the bright blue skies. 
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Oh ! could you see your darling now, 

In robes of spotless white, 
Among that bright and happy throng, 

No tears would dim your sight. 

Oh ! happy he, so soon to wear 

A never-fading crown. 
And gaze upon that blessed face 

That never wears a frown. 

In childhood's fair and sunny mom 

He took your little flower 
Away from earth's cold withering blast, 

To bloom in Eden's bower. 

Death's chilling breath can never reach 

That fair resplendent shore ; 
And all who reach that haven bright 

Rejoice for evermore. 

Take up your cross with humble faith, 

Nor seek to lay it down ; 
If patiently you bear it here. 

More bright will be your cro¥m. 

And when you see his little grave 

Adorned with sweet wild flowers. 
Look upward to his heavenly home — 

A fairer one than ours. 

He is not lost, but gone before 

To the realms of peace and joy. 
Where you shall meet, and part no more. 

With your earth-lost baby boy. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I n the burning dawn of glory I shall meet my lost again ; 
N o parting in that country where our blessed King doth 
reign. 

M ethinks I hear loved voices, in a gentle loving tone, 
E choing through my slumbers, but wake to find them gone. 
M arvel not if I am happy when I see them in my sleep ; 
h ! to clasp them to my bosom, never more to wake or 

weep. 
R adiant are their robes of glory on yonder happy shore, 
Y et still we mourn our loved ones, who will come again 

no more. 

ppressed with pain and sickness, he withered in his bloom ; 

F air are the flowers that blossom around his silent tomb. 

• 
W e miss him from our circle, his chair is vacant now ; 

1 n fancy oft I see him, and sorrow clouds my brow. 

L ong I gazed on his loved features, ere the mighty con- 
queror. Death, [breath. 
L aid his icy hand upon him and stayed his quivering 
I n the fragrant bowers of Eden we shall surely meet again, 
A nd sing with heavenly voices, the Lamb for sinners slain, 
'M ong hosts of white-robed angels, on a far extending plain. 

'R ound the fireside we gather, and speak of loved ones gone ; 
E vening shadows fall around, the weary day is done ; 
N earer draw we to each other in the firelight's golden gleam ; 
N earer seem those happy faces that haunt us when we 

dream; 
I n brighter worlds we '11 meet them, where no tear-drops 

dim the eye. 
E arth's happiness is fleeting ; there is joy beyond the sky. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I n the daybreak of glory we '11 meet thee on high ; 
N o sorrow, no parting beyond the blue sky. 

M oumful wc wander, and long to be free ; 

E ach day brings us nearer, dear one, to thee. 

M eekly we bow, and in silence we weep ; 

ur tears cannot wake thee — thy slumber is deep. 

R oomd thy grave we oft gather, place flowers on thy breast ; 

Y es, there will the weary find endless rest. 

h ! may we in safety reach yonder bright shore, 
F ree, free from all sin, when life's voyage is o'er. 

R est could we, but rest, oh ! beloved one, with thee ; 

1 n sorrow we 're tossing on life's troubled sea. 
C heerless we sit in our once happy home — 

H elp us, Heaven ! our darling is gone ! 

A 11 mangled they found him, at somset's red glow, 

R ocks towering o'er him, the ocean below. 

D ear to our heart aa the light to our eye — 

Wildly w<? worshipped our idolized boy. 

I n God we will trust — His love is the best — 

L ove reigneth supreme in the realms of the blest, 

L ove sent a Redeemer our lost souls to save ; 

I n love we will meet beyond the dark wave, 

A nd sing, with the ransomed, the conqueror's song, 

M ingling there with that glittering throng. 

J esus invites us — He says there is room ; 

nward He 11 lead us to heaven's bright home. 

N othing can harm them who lean on His breast — 

E ndless their joy in that haven of rest ; 

S urely we '11 meet again, dearest and best. 
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ON THE UNVEILING OF THE "BURNS STATUE" 
AT DUMFRIES, APRIL, 1882. 

What though Scotia's bard is sleeping 

In the cold and silent grave, 
To his mem'ry fame's bright laurels 

Proudly on the breeze doth wave. 

The " Southron Queen " is decked in beauty — 

Brightly shines the sun to-day; 
Scotia's sons and daughters gather, 

Homage to his name to pay. 

O'er the Nith bright banners blazon. 

And we hear the music swell ; 
Time but makes his mem'ry dearer — 

Scotia's bard still loved so well. 

There, in manly grace reclining. 

As in happy bygone days, 
When he struck love's sacred lyre 

On Nith's bonnie banks and braes. 

Oft he sang " Sweet Caledonia," 

"Winding Ayr," and "Bonnie Doon;" 

And we yet, with nameless rapture. 
Listen to each deathless time. 

Noble hands the veil hath lifted, 

Noble heads are bending low. 
By the form of him whose music 

Thrilled each heart long long ago. 

Gazing on these Classic features, 

Mem'ry, like the lava tide. 
Brings the vanished past before me. 

And its floodgates open wide. 
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Through the sea of human faces 

I can see a lonely man, 
Threading through life's busy mazes, 

Worn, dejected, pale, and wan. 

Poverty's cold hand upon him — 

Though so gifted, friends were few ; 
Censured by a heartless world — 

All his faults held up to view. 

Plodding through each cheerless Valley, 

Weary, wasted, and forlorn ; 
Then the truth shone bright before him, 

" Surely man was made to mourn." 

In the wine-cup's transient pleasures 

Oft he tried to banish care ; 
But the canker still grew deeper. 

Leaving nought but dark despair. 

Shunned by all, by want surrounded. 

Death's cold finger on his brow ; 
When that vision comes before me. 

All this pomp seems mockery now. 

Praise nor censure cannot reach him, 

Now in peace his ashes rest ; 
When temptations dark assail us. 

Let us try to stand the test. 

Of the dead we 11 speak with kindness ; 

Scotia, in her heart, still mourns 
He who oft her praise sang sweetly. 

Heaven-inspired — Robert Bums ! 
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ACROSTIC. 
I n the grave, generoxis Lady, thou are lying silent now ; 
N o more thine earthly diadem shall crown thy noble brow. 

Tkl ong the humble and the lowly, like a meteor thou didst 

shine; [words divine; 

E arthly comforts still supplying— cheering them with 

M arking out the path before them — telling them to lay 

their care 

n Him who ever answers the contrite sinner's prayer; 

R elighting with thy presence the darksome homes of grief — 

1 n listening to thy gentle voice the sufferers found relief. 
A nd thou hast left thy stately home without one lingering 

sigh ; [buy. 

M ore fair is now thy heavenly one — that home gold cannot 

H ow solemnly the church bells toll, honoured one, for thee ! 
A 11 who loved thee now are silent — their tears are flowing free. 
R est now is thine — so tranquil, so blessed, and so sweet ; 
R esting on thy risen Saviour, thy crown laid at His feet. 
I n our humble homes wo bless thee for the good that 

thou hast done — 
E steemcd shall be thy spotless name for ages yet to come. 
*T was in the lowly dwellings — thy rank all laid aside — 

B egan the old old story, how for them a Saviour died — 
L oving words perchance that never their ears had heard 

before. 
A glory gilds thy resting-place, though here thy work is o'er; 
N o wonder that thy bier was decked with flowers of 

every hue; 
C ould fairer emblems be found of one so pure and true? 
H eralds doth sound thy praises now; but though exalted 

here, [sphere. 

E arth held not one more humble heart in all thy lofty 
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C an we of dear old Galloway forget our childhood's days 1 
ur faces bright with fond delight we sung our songs of 

praise 
U nder the tall and stately trees, our teachers by our side; 
N o joys like those we shared with thee in that fair 

summer-tide. 
T here we enjoyed the sweet repast and revelled 'mong 

the flowers — 
E vening, thy shadows fell too soon in those bright 

summer hours. 
S lowly we left that happy place in the evening calm and 

stiU— 
S weetly our songs were blended with the echoes of Penkiln. 

h ! I will often walk again through memory's silent land, 
F orgetful of the years now past, and join that happy 
band. 

G alloway, mourn your noble friend, who is for ever gone — 
A friend who still with helping-hand brought joy to many 

a home ; 
L et the memory of the happy years she spent on thy 

bright shore 
L ive ever in each steadfast heart, and praise her more 

and more. 
''0 ur blest Redeemer, ere He breathed His tender last 

farewell," 
Were the words that reached the mourners' ears while 

tolled her funeral belL 
A nd now " For ever with the Lord," where shines the 

endless day, 
Y ea, " Christ hath gathered in His own," to dwell with 

Him for aye. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I know we shall meet at the beautiful gate ; 
N ew songs we shall hear as they welcome us in ; 

M elodious and sweet that music shall be ; 
E nraptured we 'U join in the songs they sing. 
M ore fair than the fairest robes of earth, 
ur robes will be decked with heavenly gems, 
R ich robes of grace, and crowns so bright, 
Y ea, fairer than all earth's diadems. 

n the endless mom we shall rise with joy ; 
F orgotten will be every earthly tie. 

H eaven's glories shall break on our wondering gaze ; 
E lated we 11 soar through the ambient sky. 
N o sorrow, no sighing, but pleasure unbounded, 
R oaming with loved ones o'er Eden's bright plains, 

1 llumed by the light of His glorious presence, 
E temal, unchangeable, still He remains. 

T o save us He left His fair home on high, 

T hat we in that home might sharers be ; 

A nd He will receive us if we come 

& 

J ust as we are, without one plea. 

A nd when we stand on Canaan's side, 

N ew life for us will then begin ; 

E xalted high above the sky, 

Where not a tear our eyes shall dim. 
E arth's fleeting pleasures shall soon be o'er ; 
L ife's weary warfare will soon be done ; 
S hadows are gathering round us now — 
H eaven's glories shine as the morning sun. 
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TO A LADY, IN MEMORY OF HER BROTHERS. 

Where do they sleep, my brothers dear ? 

Not 'neath our heather bells — 
Not where the rose and thistle grow. 

In the land that they loved so well. 

Far far away, on the stranger's shore. 

They sleep their long long sleep, 
Where the great Pacific's waters roll. 

So fathomless and so deep. 

Not on their couch, with loved ones near. 
Did they breathe their last long sigh. 

Ah ! no, their call was sudden and swift. 
Like the twinkling of an eye. 

One toiled in the dark and treacherous mine, 

Nor thought of danger there; 
But, hark ! 'tis a shock and a sudden heave, 

Now, where is he ? — tell me where ? 

Comrades and friends alike are gone, 

All buried in one deep grave; 
But I know that He who willed it so 

Is mighty and strong to save. 

And one, the youngest of our flock. 

Ah ! what became of him ? — 
That secret we kept from mother dear, 

Though we wept till our eyes were dim. — 

Blown through the air in pieces small ! 

Who thought what his fate would be 
When he bade farewell to Scotia's shore. 

And the banks of winding Cree ? 
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Mj parents sleep in the old churchyard, 

And I must join them there; 
Then I will forget my sorrows all. 

And the world with its strife and care. 

But I know, though seas divide us now, 

And many a trackless plam, 
When I sleep beside my loved ones here, 

Then we all shall meet again. 



TO W. C , IN MEMORIAM. 

The conflict 's past, my mother dear, 

Cold is thy pallid brow, 
And on the bosom of thy God 

Thy spirit resteth now. 

Ah ! who can tell the blessed sight 
That met thy gladdened eyes 

When they opened on thy cherubs bright 
On the shores of paradise ? 

Those things are hidden from us here, 

But when before the throne 
We stand redeemed, at God's right hand. 

Then all shall be made known. 

No more we '11 hear thy low sweet voice 

Join in our evening hymn ; 
But, oh ! thy voice sounds sweeter now 

In the song of the seraphim. 
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No love 80 pure will ever shine 

Across my path again ; 
Unselfish, faithful, patient still, 

A balm for ev6ry pain. 

Through childhood's careless crooked paths 

Thy gentle hand did lead. 
With many a kiss and fond caress — 

Oh ! thine was love indeed. 

Oft through life's vista I will look, 

And see thy face again ; 
Thy counsel wise, deep in my heart 

For ever will remain. 

Far from the busy Mersey side 

We gently laid thee down. 
Where first thine eyes beheld the lights 

In old St. Cuthbert's town. 

My father he is with me stilly 

I know his love is mine ; 
And to each other we will cling, 

And trust in love divine. 

And when the summer days are long. 

And flowers bloom on the lea, 
We 11 leave the city's noise and strife. 

And seek historic Dee. 

And there, beside thy lowly grave. 

Soul unto soul will speak 
A language only those may know 

Who for a loved one weep. 
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In fond remembrance I will keep 
Thee still, my mother dear ; 

And to thy loving memory oft 
Let fall the silent tear. ' 



ACROSTIC. 



I n the old churchyard we have laid our darling, 
N more he will sleep in swelling Cree ; 

M y fervent prayer, Lord, thou hast heard — 
E lysian now my dreams shall be. 
M y aching heart was nearly broken ; 
ft have I wept till the fount was dry ; 
R estless and weary, by sleep forsaken, 
Y et thou, Lord, didst hear my cry. 

h ! I can hear his sweet voice pleading 
F or one simple yes from me; 

S miling he left mo when I breathed it, 
T rusting with childish simplicity. 
E arthly joys, soon thou art over ; 
P arting tears are so often shed ; 
H allowed scenes still rise before us, 
E ver present are our treasured dead. 
N ow I know when J shall meet him, 

P ure and fair in his heavenly home ; 
A 11 my sorrow shall be forgotten, 
R esting in glory with my own : 
K nowing as we shall be known. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE DEATH OF A 
DEARLY BELOVED BROTHER. 

I miss thee now, my brother dear — 
Sweet was thy sojourn with me here ! 
And happy memories of thee 
Sweep o'er me like a mighty sea. 
Our pleasant walks at eventide, 
When thou wert counsellor and guide ; 
And Sabbaths sweet we oft did spend, — 
Now thy bright Sabbath knows no end. 
The spectre came with shadowy hand 
And beckoned thee to the better land ; 
He found thee waiting without a fear — 
Thou art not lost, my brother dear. 

When I look on the golden tinted sky, 

I seem to feel thy presence nigh ; 

And thoughts rush on without control, 

With holy influence o'er my soul. 

I soar through heaven's blue- vaulted dome. 

And stand with thee in the angels' home ; 

I hear thee singing the endless song 

That none may sing but the blood-washed throng. 

Oh ! blessed privilege, to stand, 

Even in thought, in that bright land. 

And commune there with loving friends, 

Whose better being never ends. 

My lingering spirit throbs with pain 
When I turn to the weaiy world again ; 
And down my cheek there rolls a tear, — 
I miss thee now, my brother dear. 
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Though of thy presence now bereft^ 
A treasure thou to me hast left ; 
Bright flashes from thy noble mind. 
Thy pen hath deftly here consigned. 
I prize the words far more than gold, 
For every page doth truths unfold : 
How fashion's votaries will caress 
If we the golden ball possess ! 

They cringe and bow at Mammon's shrine — 

Such shallow worship was not thine. 

The artisan who toils with pride, 

Nor from his labour turns aside. 

But strives with honest heart and true. 

Still keeping the bright end in view, 

Is scorned by them; they pass him by, 

And turn with cold averted eye. 

An honest man, where'er he be, 

In him God's noblest work we see ; 

I read with pride thy language bold: 

Hank is but dross, the man 's the gold. 

Oh may I walk through life like thee. 
That I again thy face may see ; 
Thy life was guileless, free from blame, 
Thy cheek ne'er shone with blush of shame : 
Upright in speech and actions too, 
A faithful friend, steadfast and true ; 
Serving thy God both day and night, 
Striving to keep His precepts right. 
Thine was the rough and narrow way 
That leads at last to perfect day; 
And though thy life is ended here, 
We 11 meet again, my brother dear 
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THOUGHTS OF DAYS GONE BY. 

Oh ! well do I remember now 

Those happy days gone by, 
Fond memory lingers o'er them still 

With many a weary sigh. 

Hadst thou been true and faithful 
When we were young and free, 

What years of peace and happiness 
1 might have spent with thee ! 

In those bright days I loved you 
Far more than tongue can tell ; 

On all your vows, so faithless, 
I sometimes love to dwell. 

Another came, you woo'd her, 

She won your fickle heart ; 
'Twas then I knew I loved in vain, 

That we two soon must part. 

How could you be so fair and false ? 

How could you cause such pain 
As filled my young and foolish heart 

When first you breathed her name 1 

I seemed happy when we parted. 

As gay as gay could be ; 
I would not thou wotdd see the tears 

I wept that day for thee. 

Long years rolled on, we met again, 
I clasped your hand once more; 

I heard your voice, the sound brought back 
Those happy days of yore. 
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1 often think on those bright days 
With pleasure and with pain ; 

From the floweiy fields of memory 
They spring to Ufe again. 

And I 'm standing in the twilight, 
Where I often stood langsyne, 

And watched the glowing sunset. 
With that false lost love of mine. 

Now the leafy trees are whispering, 
Love's trysting time is o'er. 

It wiU come again, no never; 
And the winds sigh, Nevermore. 



LINES WRITTEN TO A YOUNG LADY IN MEMORY 

OF HER "BETROTHED." 

The fire bums low in my room to-night ; 

A strange sweet sound I seem to hear — 
The soimd of a voice that hath long been still, 

A voice that my heart will " aye " hold dear. 

Tis the voice of him whom I loved so well; 

Its echoes haunt me day and night, 
Whispering again the old sweet tale 

He told to me in the pale moonlight. 

* No tongue can express what joy I felt 

When I knew his heart's best love was mine ; 
I pictured a future so peaceful and fair, 

That ne'er should grow dim by the hand of time. 
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Oft times I recall those gladsome hours 
When he pressed me to his youthful heart ; 

In perfect trust I nestled there— 
But, ah ! we soon were doomed to part. 

His low sad words I still can hear 

When he kissed my lip and pressed my hand ; 
The bloom of health from my cheek had fled, — 

I was leaving fair England's simny land. 

I sought again my heather hills, 

Where healthful breezes blow so sweet ; 

He promised to come and " claim " me there, 
When the brown leaves rustled at our feet. 

I did not think, when autumn came. 

That I such bitter tears should weep : 
Slowly the bloom to my cheek returned ; 

But my darling slept his last long sleep. 

A few short days of racking pain 

And the silent warrior laid him low ; 
He lies near his boyhood's happy home. 

Where Albion's roses sweetly blow. 

His mother and his sister sleep 

Beside him in their narrow bed ; 
His aged sire alone is left 

To mourn his well beloved dead. 

I walk alone in the twilight dim, 

The bright smile comes to my lip no more ; 

In my aching heart there 's a dreary void. 
And love's sweet dream with me is o'er. 
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Each day, when 1 look on his pictured face, 
I feel that the light from my life hath gone ; 

Yet tender thoughts in my bosom dwell, — 
I know I 'm a day's march nearer home. 

I will still be true to my dear lost love 

While strength to my feeble frame is given ; 

And when life's golden sands are run, 

We '11 renew our love in the light of heaven. 



ACROSTIC. 



I nfinite, eternal, unchangeable God, 
N ow all my trust is in thee ; 

M y soul thou hast cleansed in the blood of thy Son- 

E verlasting my pleasures shall be. 

M y frail barque is tossing life's billows among, 

h soon will the voyage be o'er ; 

R edemption's bright portals are shining ahead, 

1 soon shall be safe on the shore. 

A h ! therefore, dear friends, cease mourning, 
M y new life so happy will be, 

A home in that beautiful country — 

M y Saviour is waiting for me. 

C an a soul that by faith sees the glories of heaven 

H eave a sigh for the things that are here ? 

A h no, God hath treasures that never will fade, 

L aid up in yon heavenly sphere. 

M y soul will rejoice when I hear His sweet voice 

E choing through the angelic throng ; 

R edeemed I shall stand in that deathless land, 

S inging sweetly the victor's song. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I n death be sleeps, bis race is over, 
N o more sighing, no more pain. 

M onm not, fond mother. Calvary's symbol 

E ndless life for all will gain. 

M ighty Lord, thou surely knowest 

ur frail nature, prone to fall ; 

R esting on thee none shall stumble, 

1 f thou art their all in alL 

A b ! dear ones, your cross is heavy; 
M ay He who bore it long ago 

A Iso strengthen you to bear it; 

N ever frown, God willed it so. 

D oubting hearts, let faith sustain you ; 

R ise above this world's cares ; 

£ ndow your minds with heavenly wisdom; 

W atch, death cometh unawares. 

M urmur not, look ever upwards ; 
C ling to the cross, there 's comfort there ; 
G o to His altar and bow your knee ; 
U tter your thoughts in earnest prayer. 
I n His blood there 's peace and pardon, 
G race and glory when life is o'er, 
A nd a bright and sweet reunion, 
N ever to be parted more. 



ACROSTIC. 



I know that I shall meet thee where the golden billows roll, 
N o sculptured tomb nor costly urn doth hold thy precious 
soul. 
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M y earthly life, though cares oppress, yet 1 11 contented be, 

E temity, eternity, to spend, beloved, with thee. 

M y longing eyes shall seek thy face and I will clasp thy hand; 

'er hills immortal we shall tread with all the glorious band. 
R edeeming love that home hath made, and those who enter 

there 

1 nherit all its treasures bright, and joys beyond compare ; 
A nd while I journey here on earth my earnest prayer 

shall be, 
M ake me, Lord, a subject fit that heavenly land to see. 

F or every earthly tie must break, but oh ! what happy thought, 
R eunion on the shores above, to serve thee as we ought ! 
A nd I will wait with patient faith although my heart is 

sad ; [glad. 

N or murmur at thy blessed will, for thou can'st make me 
C almly flows the shining river into those portals far ; 
I f tossed by stormy tempests here, all, all is peaceful there. 
S hall I faint or e'er grow weary tho' my loved one 's lost 

to sight? 

J ust a glimpse of that fair countiy, and what was his delight, 
A fter life's consuming battle he laid his burden down. 
M any weaiy years he suffered ere he won the victor's crown : 
E ndless life is now his portion, endless bless, and joy, and 
peace; [cease. 

S inging songs of adoration, songs that never more shall 

G ive me strength, great Jehovah, to bear my cross like 

thee; 
I n the glories of thy kingdom may I a sharer be : 
L oving, praising, through the endless years, thy blessed 

name on high, 
L eaving earth without a struggle, with a passport to the sky. 



IN MEMORY OF I. S . 

I often think of thee, my child, 

I often think of thee ; 
Thou com'st again, in happy dreams, 

With all the other three. 
And when the morning sun breaks forth 

With all its glorious beams, 
I thank my God that thou art safe 

Beyond the land of dreams. 

Through fancy's realms I walk again, 

And dream of happy hours ; 
I hear each voice and see each face 

More fair than summer flowers. 
The summer flowers will bloom again, 

And gladden every shore ; 
But those who sleep beneath the turf 

Shall blossom nevermore. 

When spring put on her fairest robes 

Our little Mary died ; 
And when the trees with gold were erowned, 

We laid thee by her side. 
Thy death-bed was a couch of peace, 

Of calm and holy joy. 
For thou had'at found a Saviour's grace. 

That gold without alloy. 

Mourn not for mc, with smiles you said. 

But rather lift your voice 
In thankfulness, that I so soon 

Shall evermore rejoice. 
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Mj sufferings here are nought compared 

To what my joys will be ; 
And I will wait, in patient faith, 

Till Grod shall set me free. 

Give teacher dear and classmates too 

A message with my love ; 
And though no more 1 meet them here, 

I trust we '11 meet above. 
Oh ! what is life ? — a tangled brake, 

A dark and stormy way; 
A few bright flowers our paths adorn, 

But those soon pass away. 



ON READING "CHIPS:" A STORY OF STREET 
ARAB LIFE IN MANCHESTER. 

In that large and famous city, 

Where the Irewell winds along. 
And the murmur of its waters 

Echo back the shuttle's song. 

In a cold and cheerless garret 

Sat a poor half-naked child, 
'Neath a battered broken casement, 

Where the storm blew fierce and wild. 

Up and down, through street and alley. 

Shoeless, hungry, and cold. 
All the dreary day he wandered. 

Ere his tiny chips were sold. 
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Hurrying through the crowded city 

In December's fog and gloom. 
Nearly famished, none to pity, 

He has reached that cheerless room. 

No kind mother's voice to welcome, 

None to smooth his dark brown hair, 
Lying thick in tangled curls 

Round a forehead pale and fair. 

Features pale and pinched with hunger, 

Shivering in that fireless room; 
Large sad eyes so dreamy looking. 

Gazing through the gathering gloom. 

Oh ! I wish there was a meeting, 

Said that poor neglected child. 
Then I should be warm and happy; 

Thinking thus, he sweetly smiled. 

I should hear them tell the story 

Of that fair and better land. 
How the kind and gentle Jesus 

Takes the children by the hand ; 

Leads them through the heavenly pastures, 

Where the shining waters flow : 
Were it not for leaving brother. 

Oh how I should like to go ! 

Now he hears a footstep coming 

Up the old and rotten stair. 
And he speaks a loving welcome, 

For he knows his brother's there. 
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See ! what is he bringing with him ? 

Grandest sight his eyes ere saw, 
Yet, 'tis just a good-sized bundle 

From a farmer's load of straw. 

But they prize it very dearly, 
It will make a bed so rare, 

Better than the heap of sawdust 
Scattered o'er with shavings there. 

Oh ! ye favoured ones of fortune. 
See them at their scanty feast^ 

Remnants brought from some fine table; 
Better far you give your beast. 

And these poor starved city arabs 

Eat it with a relish keen. 
And pronounce it such a supper. 

Fit for any king or queen. 

Silently the snow is falling 

Through the window, cold and raw, 

And the two are sleeping soundly 
On their humble bed of straw. 

Sabbath bells are chiming sweetly. 
Cold the winter wind doth blow, 

Scattering the shining snowdrifts 
O'er the pathway high and low. 

Soon awoke the elder brother. 
Looking down with anxious eyes 

On the little form beside him. 
Soon to be above the skies. 



ON KEADINO "CHIPS. 

Then, with loving voice he whiBpered, 
Rise, dear brother, come aw&jr, 

We shall have a nice warm breakfast 
If we walk down Salford way. 

In their dirty tattered garments, 
Side by side they trudge along, 

Glad to leave their gloomy dwelling. 
Glad to hear the Sabbath song. 

Oh ! how cheering and refreshing 
Was that warm and tidy room, 

To that crowd of hungry children, 
Come from dens of sin and gloom ! 

Lord, be present at our table, 
Let thy name be still adored. 

Sang those little trembling voices, 
Gathered round that tempting board. 

Soon the steaming fragrant beverage 
Filled the room with odour sweet, 

And those little hungiy children — 
Oh! how gladly they did eat ! 

Many a bosom swelled with pity. 
Thinking what their lot would he, 

When their barque, without a rudder. 
Tossed upon life's surging sea. 

Once aga^Ti they sing a blessing ; 

Then a kind and gentle voice 
Tells them to be just and honest. 

And they surely shall rejoice. 
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Better far, he said, than riches 
Is a good unsullied name ; 

Keep it so, though poor and humble, 
Doubt not you shall rise to fame. 

Shun the wine-cup, 'tis a demon. 
Bringing woe to many a home ; 

Luring all its victims downward, 
Hurling reason from its throne. 

Trust in Jesus, He will help you, 
He can smooth the roughest way; 

He will strengthen and uphold you, 
Give you comfort day by day. 

He will know the way was dreary 
When He comes to call you home ; 

He hath trod it^ worn and wcaxy. 
Faint with himger, sad and lone. 

He will know what grief oppressed you : 
Let us sing that sacred hymn ; 

For I know His arms will rest you. 
Then, dear children, trust in Him. 

Little Scth, the city arab. 

Kept these words in memory deep ; 
Many times he breathed them over 

Ere his eyelids closed in sleep. 

'Tis Christmas eve, the snow is falling. 

Little Seth is out again. 
Treading through the crowded city. 

Worn with sickness, faint with pain. 
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Though from mom till night he wandered, 

All his chips were still tmsold ; 
And from home, with blows, he *8 driven 

Out into the night so cold. 

Onward, little Seth, still onward; 

Soon thy journey will be o'er ; 
Cruel friends no more shall harm thee; 

Thou shalt sleep and wake no more. 

Heedless where his footsteps lead him 

He has reached the costly piles, 
Where the wealthy and the noble 

Bask in fortune's sunny smiles. 

Peeping through an oriel window, 

What a vision meets his sight ! — 
Faiiy forms with smiling faces, 

Radiant as the morning light. 

On the walls hang various pictures, 

Shining in their frames of gold. 
And he says, Is heaven so lovely ? 

As he shivers with the cold. 

Roimd the fire the group are sitting, 

Oh ! they are so happy there ; 
And they raise their youthful voices. 

While sweet music fills the air. 

'Tis the old time-honoured anthem 

They are singing with delight: 
How the blessed star of Bethlehem 

Shone on that eventful night. 
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As the music floats around him 

Bright smiles o'er his face are spread ; 

I will rest, he says, and listen — 
Rest my weary aching head. 

With his bundle for a pillow, 

Sick and tired he lays him down ; 

Forms and faces rise before him, 
Mingled with the music's sound. 

All at first is dark as midnight, 
Then the shadows clear away. 

And he sees a land of beauty, 
Shining like the broad hoonday. 

Nearer, nearer sounds the music; 

Happy children, too, are there. 
Dressed in white and shining raiment, 

And each face is wondrous fair. 

Then he hears a sweet voice saying, 
Come, dear Seth, you need not fear ; 

See ! the golden mom is breaking; 
Death's dark shadow comes not here. 

Up he starts, and looks around him 
On these fields of living green. 

And a river, clear as crystal. 
Bolls the sunny banks between. 

Everywhere bright flowers are blooming. 
And he joins that happy throng; 

All at once his rags have vanished; 
Now he sings the angels' song. 
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Little Seth, thy toils are over, 
No more wandering to and fro; 

Angels bear thy spirit upward, 
And thy shroud 'a the silent snow. 

Near the placo vbere ho is lying 
Gaudy carriages now stand. 

And from out the stately mansion 
Comee a happy laughing band. 

Look, they say to one another. 
How the snow has drifted there ; 

But its cold wreaths cannot haim ua. 
We are clothed with loving care. 

little thought those happy childroi. 
Tripping down the garden path. 

That beneath the curious snow-drift 
Little Seth lay cold in death. 

Christmaa bells no more shall wake hitt>^ 
Nor the muaic's sweetest sound ; 

His is joy that lasts for ever; 
He is where the lost are found. 

All night long his brother sought him 
Through each lone deserted street ; 

Tired out, he reached his garret, 
Oh ! how he did sob and weep 1 

Come back now, my little brother, 
Come and cool my burning brow: 

Oh ! if thou art gone for ever, 
I have none to love me now. 
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Children, in your homes so happy. 
Who have never known a care, 

Think on that poor cheerless garret. 
And the lonely mourner there. 

Hark ! the Christmas bells are pealing. 
And there 's joy in many a home ; 

But to those bowed down with sorrow 
Sadness rings in eveiy tone. 

Chips has found his little brother, 
Looked upon his sweet pale face. 

Followed him with trembling footsteps 
To his earthly resting-place. 

And he is the only mourner ; 

With a sob he turns away; 
And in all the years that followed, 

Ne'er forgot that Christmas day. 

Oftentimes sweet dreams stole o'er him, 
Visions of a happier home ; 

But dark clouds obscured his memory, 
And the pleasant dreams were gone. 

He is present at the inquest ; 

There the secret is revealed ; 
Wondering much, he stands and listens. 

And his veiy lips are sealed : 

Hears the story, how his parents 
In the lonely churchyard lie ; 

Now he knows his dreams were earnest ; 
He may meet them by-and-by. 
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Never, in that wretched garret, 
Shall be set his foot ^ain ; 

Knowing he ahoiild hate ita inmatea. 
It were madneas to remain. 

Hate them for their cruel usage ; 

Hate them for the tniat betrayed ; 
Now they caimot harm his brother. 

He no longer is afraid. 

Homeless, fiiendleas, and forsaken. 
Now he walks the busy street ; 

Not a friend to give him shelter. 
Big tears rolling down his cheek. 

Id the cheerless days that followed 
Oft he wished that he might die, 

And be laid heeide his brother, 
Nevennore to weep or sigh. 

But the darkest hour of midnight 

Vanishes with rosy day. 
And our little city arab 

On the street no more shall stray. 

By a noble act of kindness 

He has found a friend at lafit ; 

Tia old crippled Ebenezer, 

And his friendship 'b firm and fast. 

They have left the crowded city, 
With its haunts of sin and shame ; 

Now we find them in a cottage, 
Near a shady country lane. 
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Fruitful trees and flowers axe blooming 
In a garden large and fair, 

And with right gSwiU he labour. 
For the kindness shewn him there. 

And another little cripple 

Shares with them their home of love, 
Thanking God for all the mercies 

Sent from His bright heaven above. 

Tis a pleasant summer evening, 
On a mossy bank they lie. 

And the good old Ebenezer 
Gazes on the purple sky; 

Breathes a fervent prayer to Heaven 
For a length of happy days ; 

And the little feathered warblers 
Join them in their song of praise. 

His is now a life of sunshine, 
Darksome days for ever gone ; 

Now, dear reader, we will leave him 
In a happy English home. 



THE OLD BEECH TREK 

Oh! blythe were the hours when, in youthful glee, 
I stood 'neath the shade of the old beech tree. 
And met my playmates, boy and girl, 
With laughing eye and sunny curL 
Lightly we sprung from bough to bough, 
With meny smiles and cheeks aglow; 
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And perched aloft on the branches high, 
We viewed the gorgeous evening sky, 
With its rainbow banks and golden sea, 
Oh ! happy time on that old beech tree. 

Twas there we spent life's choicest hours. 

And there we built our fairy bowers ; 

Away from the din of the toiling crowd, 

Our childish songs rung clear and loud ; 

With the bright Laburnums feathery flowers, 

Each brow was wreathed in golden showers. 

And bright wild flowers of every shade 

Adorned our treasured sylvan glade ; 

With the song of the bird and the hum of the bee 

A heaven on earth was that old beech tree. 

When simmier days were long and sweet 

We sought its shady cool retreat ; 

There we enjoyed the fresh'ning breeze. 

That sighed through the fragrant flowery trees, 

And sheltered from the noonday sun. 

We told sweet tales of days to come. 

I will go, said one, like the knights of old. 

And fight for my king, like a hero bold; 

Was there ever a monarch so proud as we, 

On our aeriel throne on that old beech tree f 

I will go, said a youth, with heart so lights 
And seek the land where the gold shines bright ; 
I will hie me away o'er the trackless sea, 
% And when wealth is mine seek the old beech tree. 
Oh ! many a bright chain was woven there, 
With fancy's garlands bright and fair; 
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And many a happy tale was told 
By some who are sleeping in the mould ; 
Of all who assembled in youthful glee 
But few remain near that old beech tree. 

Some sleep far away 'neath a cloudless sun, 
Where Britain's hard fought fields were won ; 
Some sleep in the land that gave them birth, 
That echoed their first sweet song of mirth ; 
Some found a grave in the fathomless deep, 
And none o'er their ocean bed may weep; 
And some, like me, are toiling now 
With the cloiid of care on every brow ; 
And our children are singing in childish glee 
The songs we sung 'neath the old beech tree. 

The flowers are blooming on bush and tree, 

The winds are blowing as wild and free, 

The birds are singing as sweet a song 

As they did when youth's summer day was long; 

But to me they can never be the same, 

There 's a wondrous change that I cannot name ; 

'Tis perchance that the friends of youth are gone, 

And its joys are all vanished one by one; 

Oh ! what would I not give to be 

A child again 'neath that old beech tree ! 



TO MISS MAGGIE M*C , IN MEMORY OF HER 

MOTHER. 

Mother, come back from the mystical shore. 
Take me again in your arms to-night ; 

Sing me the songs that you sung of yore. 
And the world will shine in childhood's light. 
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mother dear, you cannot come back ; 

On that far-off shore there 's a mystic tie ; 
And those who leave this world behind 

Have breathed and whispered their last good-bye. 

My home has lost its dearest charm 

Since thou, my mother, art not there ; 
And griefs wild waves rush o*er my heart 

While gazing on thy vacant chair. 

When the home of youth is left behind, 

Oh ! happy are they who from afar. 
In labour's mart or the field of fame, 

Have a mother's love for a guiding star. 

That is the love that knows no change. 

It shines through glory and through shame ; 

Faithful and patient to the end, 

Though all the world with scorn should blame. 

Brothers and sisters round me cling. 

My father by my side doth stand ; 
And all my labour would be light 

Could I feel the clasp of my mother's hand. 

Cold is the heart that warmly beats 

With tender mother-love for me ; 
Stilled is the voice that hushed me oft 

With childhood's low sweet lullaby; 

But yet an inward something speaks. 

And bids my aching heart rejoice ; 
When on this world I close mine eyes, 

I then shall hear my mother's voice. 
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ACROSTIC. 

I f I could raise the mystic veil 
N tears would ever dim mine eyes : 

M y darling, I should see thee there, 
E mbowered in bliss beyond the skies ; 
M y life with thee was one sweet dream; 

ur hearts in harmony did blend, 
R ejoicing in each other's love. 

1 never thought how soon 'twould end; 
A nd though my home is cheerless now, 
M y heavenly one will be so bright. 

M y Saviour's voice I then shall hear, 
R e-echoing through the realms of light ; 
S afely He '11 lead me through the gloom. 

W ithin the veil with Him I '11 stand; 
I then shall meet my dear ones lost : 
L ove never dies in that bright land. 
L ord, let me bow before thy throne, 
I n meekness, lowliness, and grace ; 
A nd when my warfare here is o'er, 
M ay I with joy behold thy face. 

C ome unto me, ye weary ones, 
A nd I will surely give you rest ; 
I will take comfort from these words, 
R efreshing to my troubled breast; 
N o lasting joys this world can bring, 
S uch only are with Christ our King. 
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IN MEMORY OF WEE ARCHIE, THE BELOVED CHILD 

OF MAXWELL AND MARY COWAN, 

PROVIDENCE, R. L, U.S.A. 

Though you have an empty cradle now. 

And a little vacant chair, 
There 's another gem in our Sayiour's crown, 

In the beautiful land up there. 

In silent anguish now you weep 

As you gaze on his little form, 
Lying so calm in the haven now. 

Nevermore to face the storm. 

And though his little cheerful voice 

Is hushed for evermore. 
Another has joined the minstrel throng 

Who sing on the golden shore. 

The angels may not sing that song^ 

They worship Christ as King ; 
Only the happy ransomed throng 

That heavenly song may sing. 

Say, would you bring your darling back 
From the shores of the crystal seat 

Ah, no ; then strive to go to him, 
He may not come to thee. 

Ye shall rejoice as years roll by 

On the chariot wheels of time. 
To know Ood has your treasure safe 

In a bright and happier clime. 
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May God sustain you in this hour ! 

I too have felt your pain ; 
And He who took your little flower 

Will restore him safe again. 

Oh ! may you say, His will be done ! 

And seek Him night and day; 
He will guide you to the narrow path 

That leads to the shining way. 

And when your work is finished here, 
On the fair resplendent shore 

You then shall meet your loved and lost, 
Where death can come no more. 



TO MRS. G- 



I feel to-night in the gathering gloom 
As I felt long ago in that far off time. 

I hear the patter of little feet, 
And dear little lips are pressed to mine. 

Ah ! where are now those little ones 
That pattered around me so fondly then ? 

Some are sleeping their long last sleep. 
And some have grown to maids and men. 

One o'er the ocean's dark blue waves, 
As happy, I trust, as happy can be. 

With one to love her and share her woes, 
And a little one nestling on her knee. 
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Some with me at the fireside sit, 

Learning their tasks when school is o'er; 

Some are toiling for daily bread: 
Such will be life till this world is o'er. 

The two who sleep in the old churchyard 
Will still be near me while life doth last^ 

And their angel forms shall meet me when 
The toil and strife of this life are past. 

I love to go to their grassy mounds, 

'Tis consecrated ground to me. 
Oh ! how my aching heart did bleed 

When they laid them down 'neath the old yew tree ! 

I often wept by their little graves, 

Till I saw the dark and silent sea; 
And they were on the other side 

Of the river that parted them and me. 

Then I knew that I by faith must live 

Ere I could reach that shining strand, 
And clasp my babies to my breast^ 

Nor leave them again in that sinless land. 



AN INCIDENT IN THE BATTLE OF INKERMANN, 

REQUESTED BY A FRIEND. 

On a Sabbath mom, long years ago, 

In the cold November rain. 
Our British soldiers soundly slept 

On Russia's far off plain. 
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Weary and worn they laid them down 

To sleep their fatigue away; 
They knew not what their fato might be 

£re the close of another day. 



The General rode the outposts round, — 

He knew there was danger near: 
All 's well ! the sentries answered him ; 

A soldier knows no fear. 
The words had scarcely left their lips 

When, ringing loud and high, 
Came a rattle of Russian musketry, 

Illumining the darkened sky. 



One moment more and our bugles sound 

Through the misty morning air — 
Soimd the alarm, and are answered soon 

By every warrior there. 
The Grenadiers and Fusiliers 

Soon into column formed. 
Ah ! Inkermann, that was the day 

When all thy heights were stormed. 



Day scarce had dawned when the blazing shells 

Came flying through the air. 
And a riderless horse, rushing, mangled and wild, 

Showed the battle tide was there. 
The royal Duke and his gallant stafi^ 

With our heroes by their side. 
Marched on to meet the advancing foe 

Ascending the steep hillside. 
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As Soimonoff led the Russians on 

Their silence was profound, 
Not a whisper nor sigh broke from their ranks 

As they marched o'er the slippery ground. 
A few brief moments of suspense, 

As our gallant troops marched on, — 
Steady, lads, steady ! now take aim, 

Cried their Colonel brave St. John. 

Then, quick as the lightning's lurid flash. 

Their murderoiis volley flew. 
And the ground was strewed with mangled forms 

In numbers not a few. 
They rally again, those ruthless foes, 

And press up the blood-stained hill; 
But with flashing steel and blazing fire 

Our Guards oppose them still. 

Steady ! again their Colonel cried, 

In tones they knew so well; 
He raised the hand he will raise no more. 

It is shattered with shot and shell: 
Yet he stood his ground and cheered them on 

Through the battles thundering dim. 
Till, faint with pain and loss of blood. 

All around him seemed to swim. 

Half-blind, he staggered to the rear. 

Where the dead and dying lay ; 
The scenes he saw as he stimibled on 

Told the horrors of that day : 
The flower and pride of our British Isle 

Lying cold in an enemy's land, 
Nevermore to hear a fond mother's voice. 

Nor clasp a beloved one's hand. 
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Henry St. John sank down at last 

'Mong the dead and wounded there ; 
Heedless at first who beside hun lay, 

His sufiPerings he scarce could bear. 
A youthful form lay by his side; 

He turned the fair young head : 
Ah ! he looks on the face of his brother dear. 

And that face is the face of the dead ! 

Nevermore will the fair young ensign's face 

Gladden a dear mother's sights 
Nor whisper soft words in a woman's ear — 

For he slept in death's dark night. 
Another danger threatened them now 

As the enemy rushed from the fray; 
In the furious disorder of victory 

They came where our soldiers lay. 

Stragglers they seemed, and drunk with blood, 

When they heard our wounded groan — 
To the lasting disgrace of a Russian's name — 

They struck their bayonets home : 
Home into those brave heroic forms 

That mangled and helpless lay. 
Will Britain's sons forget that time 

No, not till their dying day ! 

St. John's revolver beside him lay. 

He grasped it firm and faat, 
Determined to defend himself 

As long as life should last. 
He raised his hand, took steady aim; 

But weakness dimmed his sights 
When a fair young Russian officer 

Ran swiftly through the fight. 
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" Cease, cease, you brutes, oh cease ! " he said, 

And gave a piercing cry, 
Threw up his arms with a gasping breath. 

Then sank on the ground to die, — 
Sank down beside the Colonel brave, 

And that veteran sore distrest : 
The ball had missed that dastard foe, 

And entered that youthful breast. 

Sir George Cathcart and his soldiers brave 

Just then appeared in sight. 
Which saved the lives of the wounded there, 

And put their foes to flight. 
St. John, as danger passed away. 

Now found himself alone 
With the fair young Russian officer 

That was swiftly going home. 

As Alexis Zotoff lay gasping there, 

" Who fired that shot ? " he said. 
" I did ! " the Colonel answered him back, 

And tried to raise his head. 
" Half-blind with pain and loss of blood 

I fired on the cowardly foe; 
In springing past you received the- shot 

That now has laid you low. — 

" Forgive me." " Forgive you ! " Count Zotoflf said: 

" Forgive you, — ^yes, fully and free ; 
We were both at our duty, and death is so near, 

Oh ! will you do something for me ] " 
** Command me," he said, " and if life is mine, 

Whatever that command may be, 
I swear to you by our Grod above 

To fulfil it on land or sea." 
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Then from his bosom a small gold cross 

With difficulty he drew : 
" Take this to my mother, the Countess," he said, 

" With its ribbon of faded blue." 
He pulled the cap from his sunny curls 

And a golden badge was there ; 
With fingers cold in the grasp of death 

He impinned it with greatest care. 

'Twas a pointed cross with a motto stamped. 

" Take this " — and now he sighed — 
" To Vera, my cousin, my dear betrothed. 

And tell her, oh ! how I died. 
Tell her I died for the faith and the Czar;" 

And the blue eyes opened wide : 
" I value that next to what I 'd enjoyed 

Had she stood at the altar my bride." 

" Embrassez moi,^* (kiss mc,) he whispered in French, 

Then suddenly gasped for breath ; 
St. John pressed his lips to that fair young brow. 

Now cold with the dews of death : 
He bent his head as the young lips moved, 

To hear what he might say. 
When a fragment of shell caught his stooping head, 

And senseless there he lay. 

He knew not how the battle went. 

When our strength was nearly done 
Our allies brave to the rescue came. 

And that hard fought field was won. 
Yes, hand-to-hand for five long hours. 

Till the blood in torrents ran, 
Ere our British ensign waved aloft 

On the heights of Inkermann. 
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May France and Britain still unite 

In memory of that time, 
When side by side they fought and fell 

In that far off eastern clime. 
I know not if St. John still lives 

With the veterans good and brave ; 
But this I know, if he sleeps in death, 

That he fills a hero's grave. 



LINES ON THE MONUMENT ERECTED BY PUBLIC 
SUBSCRIPTION OF ALL CLASSES, 

IN HONOVK OF 

RANDOLPH, NINTH EARL OF GALLOWAY. 

BoKN 1800— DiBD 1873. 

Where Cree in its beauty flows gently down. 
Conspicuous it stands, 'tis a gem in our town ; 
And deep on its surface in letters so bright 
We see a loved name ever dear to our sight. 

'Tis Galloway's Earl's, that time-honoured name ; 
'Twill live in our mem'ry while life shall remain : 
A friend to the friendless in hours of despair, 
To comfort and cheer them, their wants were his care. 

So noble and gifted, so steadfast and brave, 
His hand ever ready the helpless to save ; 
A blessing still followed wherever he trod ; 
His warfare is over, he rests with his Gk>d. 

Honoured, beloved, and respected by all. 
Ne'er thinking of danger at duty's stem call ; 
Parents and children will long bless his name ; 
The schools he endowed have led many to fame. 
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As a mark of esteem the monument stands ; 
'Tis carefully tended by strong willing hands ; 
It looks like an Eden with flowers shining bright; 
A labour of love makes labour so light. 

Though Cree, in full flood, rushes madly along, 
And the wind with loud chorus hath joined in the song, 
Though thunder crash o'er it, and lightning flash pale, 
It stands like a sentinel defying the gale. 

Long may it stand by the fair river side. 
With a kind friend to keep it in beauty and pride ; 
And may each noble scion of fair Galloway 
With honour triumphant still carry the day. 



ACROSTIC. 



L ove is thine, dear little baby, 

Y es, a love that ne'er will die ; 

D carer still each day thou 'rt growing ; 
I nnoccnce beams in thine eye. 
A nd thy little bright-eyed brother 

J oins thee in thy childish mirth ; 
A nd thy parents smile with gladness — 
N ow their home 's a heaven on earth. 
E ven now they seem to sec thee 

'M ong thy little playmates gay ; 
I f they could for ever shield thee, 
L ove would keep thee safe for aye. 
R ays of light are children dear, 
O n our pathway shining here; 

Y ea, our darksome hours to cheer. 
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IN MEMORY OF K G , 

WM Drowned trom the Bhip " Veloddade " of LiverpooL 
I shall know him when I meet him, 
Though he parted from me here 
In the radiant bloom of manhood, 
With a smile, ay, and a tear. 

I watched the white waves rolling 

In Wigtown's far-famed bay. 
As we paced the deck, sad-hearted. 

On that chill November day. 

He clasped my hand at parting. 
And kissed me through my tears ; 

The echo of his low sweet words 
Are ringing in mine ears : 

" Whene'er this voyage is over 

You know I will return. 
And make you mine for ever, — 

Then, dearest, do not mourn." 

I knew that I could trust him 

(That he would still be true). 
And the star of hope shone brightly 

When we breathed our fond adieu. 

Wo thought not 'twas our last farewell — 

Tlkat we should meet no more ; 
But he never reached the haven 

On that far-off tropic shore. 

I was waiting, oh ! so patiently. 

For news from o'er the sea, 
When his gentle, bright-eyed sister 

Brought tidings sad to me. 
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memory, busy memory, 

Why have you brought to-night 
That vanished scene before me, 
Till tears do blind my sight t 

His ship was sailing swiftly 
O'er waters calm and bright ; 

She gave one lurch, he stumbled, 
And soon was lost to sight. 

The waters closed above him, 
He sank beneath the wave, 

And my heart's best love is buried 
In his nameless ocean grave. 

Long and weary years have vanished 
Since my darling sailed away, 

Still I live with him in fancy 
As day succeedeth day. 

When I hear the billows dashing 
In winter's wild unrest, 

1 pray, God bless the mariners 

Now tossing on their breast : 

When I hear their voice in summer 

Singing so sweet and low, 
I know it is the requiem 

Of those who sleep below. 

Though my step has lost its lightness, 
And youth's bright bloom has fled 

We shall meet^ and ne'er be parted, 
When the sea gives up its dead. 
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LOCH TROOL. 

Loch Trool, oh ! how exquisite is thy wild grandeur ! 

Surrounded by mountains majestic and high; 
The glen in its beauty, a scene of enchantment^ 

When sweet summer breezes around thee do sigh. 

'Tis the artist's delight, when the bright sun is shining, 
To climb the steep mountains of emerald green. 

And paint thee in colours transparent and glowing : 
The sun never shone on a lovelier scene. 

Sweet tales have been told, in nooks near thy margin, 
By some who may gaze on thy beauty no more; 

Though distant they roam I know they will keep thee 
In loving remembrance till life's dream is o'er. 

Many a fond youth and light-hearted maiden 

Join in the dance near thy waters so still. 
Their sweet voices blending in song so endearing. 

Awaking the echoes on every green hill. 

When the long day is ended they still linger near thee, 
And bright w^aves of memory pass o'er their heart; 

All nature's so calm in the pale golden simset. 
The scene is so fair they are loath to depart. 

When roses are blooming and wild bees are humming. 
And snowy white cloudlets adorn the blue sky, 

'Tis pleasant to wander across the wild moorland. 
And rest by the graves where the martyrs lie. 

The Bible and sword on the fern-covered tablet 

Tell a sad tale of the dark days of yore. 
When the heather was stained with the blood of the faithful; 

But Scotland, loved Scotland, those dark days are o'er. 
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No more shall the troopers pursue our loved pastors 
Through wild wood and valley and deep rocky fen : 

The light of the Gospel in beauty is shining, 
Diffusing its rays over mountain and glen. 

The chill winds of autumn around thee are sighing, 
Twilight is near with its shadows so grey, 

Reapers are singing, the golden sheaves bringing, 
Though lovely the scene I must hie me away. 

The pale queen of night and her brilliant attendants 
Shine like bright gems in thy waters so cool. 

The mountains that guard thee, like rugged old warriors^ 
Keep watch o'er thy cradle, lovely Loch Trool. 



THE CIRCLE IS BROKEN. 

To Me8. F . 

The circle is broken; our loved ones are gone 
Across the wide ocean to seek a new home. 
Where mighty rivers roll rapid and deep. 
Far, far from the land where their forefathers sleep. 

Far, far from the land where the sweet heather bell 
Is blooming in beauty on mountain and dell, 
Where lambkins are sporting on every green brae, 
And the mavis sings sweetly the long summer day. 

Oh ! bright are the hours when, in innocent glee, 
They prattle around us and sit on our knee ; 
Our daily toil 's over, the labour seems sweet. 
As we bend o'er their cradle and lull them to sleep. 
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They grow up around us, the years but a span, 
Till they stand 'neath the roof-tree maiden and man, 
Then they leave the old dwelling, youths sweet sheltered nest. 
And are scattered abroad on the world's wide breast. 

Fain would we keep them life's evening to cheer. 

But, oh ! all our pleasures are transient here. 

May their future with peace and contentment shine bright. 

And the thorns on life's pathway be hid from their sight. 

Sad, sad were our hearts when the parting hour came ; 
In silence we stood, wliile the tears fell like rain; 
I blessed them and bade them a lingering farewell. 
The anguish of parting our tongue may not toll. 

I felt, when they left me, a quiver of pain ; 

I wondered if e'er I should see them again; 

Then hope, through the gloom, like a beacon shone bright 

As I watched the proud vessel that bore them from sight. 

Though distant they wander from every loved spot, 
In the home of their youth they will ne'er be forgot ; 
They are flowers of our heart, we will keep them in bloom. 
Through sunshine and storm, till we sleep in the tomb. 



FAREWELL. 



[Prbsbntatzox. — A few of the friends of Mr. James Cowan, Joiner, 
met in Mr. P. Paxton's Inn, on Monday evening, 28th May, 1883, and 
presented him with a purse and money, as a mark of respect, on his 
leaving for America.] 

Fair Newton-Stewart ! my birthplace, 

I am leaving thee to-day, 
And nature smiles her sweetest 

In summer robes so gay ; 
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On the rainbow-tinted blossoms 
The sun doth brightly shine ; 

The river sings as sweetly 

As in boyhood's sweet springtime. 



It may be I may never 

Tread its flowery banks again ; 
Ere another sun hath risen 

I 'U be sailing o'er the main, 
To seek the fickle goddess — 

And should she smile on me, 
I will come and spend life's evening 

On the bonnie banks of Cree. 



It cannot boast of rapids ; 

No herald sounds its fame : 
Sublime in native grandeur 

Its equal none can name ; 
By lofty hills surrounded, 

Upreariiig to the sky, — 
'Tis a gorgeous panorama 

That meets the gazer's eye. 



Tlie flower- wTeathed banks are shining 

In robes of softest green ; 
The tiny rills are singing 

A song to beauty's queen ; 
The picturesque old castle, 

With ivy-mantled wall. 
More fair than lordly mansion 

With tesselated hall. 



PABEWXLL. 

I hear the lark's loud music 

As it soars with outopread winga ; 
The hunet on the hawthorn tree 

A chorus sweetly sings ; 
The woodlands, glens, and vaUeys 

Are decked in bright array; 
This scene will linger with me 

Where'er my footsteps stray. 

When strange bright birds are singing 

]n forests wild and grand, 
I will think with fond affection 

Oq thee, my native land : 
Their music will not charm me, 

Though sweet the sounds may be ; 
Nor time, nor change, nor distance 

Shall wean my heart from thee. 

When the glad Now- Year approaches, 

And my old compauions meet. 
In fancy's brightest picture 

I will see the busy street, 
Where, with wavii^ torch and banner, 

I joined the happy throng, 
And piled the blazing fire 

With merry dance and song. 

The morning suu is shiuing 

On Ctumsmoro's hoary crest ; 
I will watch its evening splendour 

On the billows' heaving breast. 
Farewell, ye scenes of beauty, 

A long farewell to thee ; 
Farewell, dear home and loved ones, 

Farewell, sweet winding Cree ! 
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liack o'er the waves uf the dark blue Atlantic — 
Back to the hills and the glens she loved best — 

Back to the friends who with bright smiles were waiting 
To welcome her home from the land of the West. 

Not the bright smiles in the home of her childhood — 
Not their glad welcome shall keep her long there; 

She hath promised to gladden the home of a stranger, — 
In joy and in sorrow his fortune to share. 

Her fair brow is wreathed with the bloom of the orange, 
And fondly and proudly she stands by his side; 

The bridal veil shines on her dark waving tresses, 
And firmly he clasps the soft hand of his bride. 

The blush and the smile o'er her young face are stealing; 

She pictures a future so blissful and fair, 
And breathes the deep vows that bind her for ever 

To one who hath promised to soothe every care. 

O Life ! thou art fleeting, — short-lived are thy pleasures. 

Where, now, is the wreath of the orange flowers bright ? 
And where is the face with its smiles and its blushes ? — 

In the dark lonesome grave, hid for ever from sight ! 

A few happy months of joy and of pleasure. 

And she faded away like the fair summer flowers 

That shine in their beauty when kissed by the sunbeams, 
Then wither and die with the cold autumn showers. 

Not a murmur she gave though she knew she was dying, 
And all her bright visions encircled in gloom; 

No sorroMrful tears for the friends she was leaving. 
Nor a sigh of regret o'er her youth's blighted bloom. 
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Oh ! weep not," she said, " when the pale knight approaches; 
Weep not for me, I shall soon be at rest ; 
Adorned as a bride, in robes that are fadeless, 
I '11 welcome you home to the land of the blest." 

'Tis a solace to me, in my dark hours of sorrow. 
To visit the place where now she doth rest ; 

That privilege, so blessed, had still been denied me 
Had she found a lone grave in the land of the west. 

The sound of Penkiln cannot reach her dark dwelling. 
Nor its wild ivintry floods dashing on to the sea, 

Nor its sweet summer song, when the green banks are 
shining. 
Though the echoes are blended with silvery Croe. 

The place where she sleeps is a garden of beauty. 
Planted so thickly with blossoms of love, — 

Planted in sorrow, to rise up in gladness, 
To bloom evermore in the Eden above. 



IN MEMORY OF J P , A DEAR FRIEND. 

After life's fitful fever so sound she doth sleep, 
And we who have loved her in silence now weep; 
She sees not our w^eeping, she hears not our sighs, 
No sorrow can darken her home in the skies. 

We loved her so fondly from life's early day, 
She led our yoimg footsteps, nor e'er let us stray; 
And oft she caressed us and lulled us to sleep, 
And now we have lost her, what wonder we weep ! 
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Through youth's golden sunlight she walked by our side 
Our loving protector, our friend and our guide; 
Her glad voice dispelled sorrow's dark gloomy cloud, 
Now cold is the heart that lies under the shroud. 

All her troubles are over, she'll suffer no more; 
Yet all her afflictions with patience she bore; 
And now she doth rest in that bright blessed home, 
With Him wlio of old trod the wine-press alone. 

Oh ! why should we mourn though we see her no more ? 
The weary find rest on eternity's shore. 
Heaven's glories now hide her by mortals unseen — 
Death's dark swelling river is rolling between. 

When I think on the past, as I wander alone, 
Bright visions float o'er me of days that are gone ; 
Our long pleasant rambles, the song of the breeze, 
And the brown nuts in clusters we pulled from the trees. 

O Death ! thou arc powerful, mighty, and vast, 

Yet thou canst not dispel the bright dreams of the past ; 

They still hover o'er us with radiance so bright, 

To comfort and cheer us in sorrow's dark night. 

The summer is come, I hear its glad voice 

From valley and hill, bidding nature rejoice ; 

Not the sweet voice of summer, nor winter's loud rave, 

Can waken the sleeper whose couch is the grave. 

We will not forget her wliile lingering hero, 
Her memory we 11 cherish, thro' smile and thro' tear. 
May we meet her again, is the boon that we crave. 
When they rise from the visionless sleep of the grave. 
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IN MEMORIAM : ROBERT RANKIN. 

Wafted away through the vale of death, 

Wafted away to the land of life, 
Gone, in the fearless bloom of youth, 

To regions unknown to care and strife ; 
Gone from the burden and heat of the day. 

Wafted away, wafted away. 

Wafted away o'er the deep dark tide ; 

The silent boatman hath ferried him o'er. 
And landed him safe on the sunny side. 

Where pain and parting comes no more ; 
Weary and languid no more he 11 stray, 

Wafted away, wafted away. 

Wafted away to the realms above, 

That land where only the pure belong, 

To bask in the light of a Saviour's love, 
And sing His praise in the sweet new song. 

He is gone whore youth will ne'er decay. 
Wafted away, wafted away. 

" Oh read me the words from the blessed book 
That tell of the many mansions fair ! " 

These words he said when convulsed with pain. 
" My rest will be sweet when I enter there. 

Come quickly. Lord Jesus, to thee I pray. 
Waft me away, waft me away." 

I looked on his form when the struggle was past — 
Ah me ! what a solemn change was there ! — 

So peaceful and calm after life's rough blast, 
With the stamp of death on his face so fair : 

The soul had gone from its house of clay. 
Wafted away, wafted away. 
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I laid my hand on his forehead white, 

While sorrowing friends stood silent there, 

And I thought on the words of holy writ — 
Few are thy days, and full of care. 

But the joys of heaven shall all cares repay, 
When we 're wafted away, wafted away. 



IN MEMORIAM : W. MURRAY, 
Tbachbb, Gbanob School. 

One from our midst hath passed away — 
Relentless death, none can thee stay : 
In lordly hall, in peasant's cot, 
All bow to thee ; thou sparest not. 

The infant in its cradle bed. 

The aged sire, the peerless maid, 

In youth's bright mom, in msinhood's bloom, 

All sleep within the silent tomb. 

He whom the Lord hath called to-day 
Walked ever in the narrow way; 
Oh ! widowed mother, wherefore weep ? — 
He giveth His beloved sleep. 

Not without hope the teardrops fall. 
Thou knowest God is all in all. 
And when thy mission here is done 
Thou '11 meet again thine earth-lost son. 

A youthful band in sadness mourn 
Their teacher, who will ne'er return; 
His cheerful voice no more they '11 hear, 
'Tis singing in a brighter sphere. 
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Each day, when standing by his side, 
He told them how the Saviour died; 
And many an earnest heartfelt prayer 
He for their safety offered there. 

May every blessed truth he told 
Shine in their heart like purest gold, 
That when at last redeemed, forgiven, 
Teacher and taught shall meet in heaven ! 



IN MEMORIAM : DAVID CROSSAN, 

75th Gk>KI>ON HlOHLAKDBKS. 

Died at Cai&o, 9th AvorsT, 1885; Aobd 27 Yba£8. 



Where is his long last resting-place 

Far, far from his native land; 
By Nile's dark wave he has found a grave 

'Mong the burning desert sand. 

Far from the land where the heather blooms. 

Away o'er trackless seas, 
He sleeps 'neath a cloudless eastern sky. 

In the land of the Soudanese. 

Not on the crimson battlefield. 

Where heroes fighting fell. 
And yet with young and daimtless heart 

He served his country well. 

Did a comrade stand by his lowly couch 

With one regretful sigh, 
And cool his parched and fevered lips. 

And close his darkening eye ? 
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Surely some tears of pity fell 

Upon his youthful brow : 
From kindred dear, who loved him here, 

They are falling thickly now. 

Ah, yes, one stood beside him there 

Too late to say farewell, 
And on that calm and peaceful face 

The burning teardrops felL 

My brother, thou art silent now, 
And we will meet no more. 

And I must leave thee sleeping here 
On Egypt's blood-stained shore. 

When Tel-el-Kebir's field was won, 
And many a heart had bled, 

We sought each other, brother dear, — 
Aye, sought among the dead. 

And when we met without one tear, 
Such love our hearts did own. 

We wept in very gladness there — 
Far, far from friends and home. 

But, ah ! the greatest warrior came 
Silent, and pale, and grim; 

He victor is in every fight. 
All, all must bow to him. 

The mightiest conqueror earth ere knew 
His sword to him must yield; 

He shuts the eyes of the soldiers brave 
When they fall on the battlefield. 
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With the smile still lingering on their lip 

As they draw each fleeting breath, 
He sets his seal on their gory brow — 

A mighty king is Death. 

Sorrow he spreads wherever he goes, 

And many are mourning now 
For those who sleep in the far Soudan 

With laurels on their brow. 

But what is the laurel wreath of fame 

To the widowed or childless one, 
Or the sister dear who drops a tear 

For the brother loved and gone ? 

There are loving friends who are mourning here 

For him who sleeps afar, 
Nor hears the bugle's ringing sound, 

Nor the deafening cry of war. 

And often, in their visioned sleep, 

Sweet dreams of him will come 
Who lies in a lonely desert grave, 

So far from his boyhood's home. 



OH ! BRING ME BACK MY CHILDHOOD'S DAYS. 

Oh ! bring me back my childhood's days, 
My young companions gay and bright ; 

The sweetest music to my ear, 
The echo of their laughter light. 
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Oh, foolish thought ! those days are gone, 
And gone my young companions now; 

No monarch half so proud as we 

When floral crowns adorned our brow. 

The old beech tree, our lofty throne, 
A mossy carpet round it spread ; 

Its leafy screen, a shady bower. 

The wild birds singing o'er our head. 

Oh ! childhood's love is pure and true, 
No broken trysts in life's young day; 

Fantastic were our bridal robes. 
And we the gayest of the gay. 

When evening shadows o'er us fell 
We gathered round the trysting tree. 

The hills and valleys echoing back 
The songs wc sung with childish glee. 

That happy band is scattered now : 

Some sleep beneath the yew-tree's shade, 

Some, in the world's crowded halls, 

A bright and honoured name have made ; 

And some afar on foreign strand 
Are toiling 'neath a burning sun ; 

And some, alas ! though gifted most, 
The downward course have surely run. 

We never think in childhood's days, 
When life with us is one sweet dream. 

That time, with swift untiring wing. 
Is changing every happy scene. 
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Our little feet still patter on 

In mirthful innocence and love. 
The breakers hid in life's dark tide, 

A bright and cloudless sky above. 

Oh ! changing years that ceaseless roll, 

You cannot bring to us one joy 
Unmixed with sorrow, free from care, 

Like those we knew when girl and boy. 

The haunta we loved have lost their charm 
Since childhood's happy days are o'er. 

The flowers we prized as priceless gems 
Have faded now, to bloom no more. 

In visions oft, with youthful friends, 
I roam through meadow, glade, and lea; 

Oh ! I could ever dream such dreams. 
My happy childhood days, of thee. 



THERE IS NO PLACE LIKE HOME. 

I cannot see my Scottish home 
Through the gleam of Afric's sun, 

Nor rest 'neath the shade of the orchard trees 
When the weary day is done. 

Exquisite flowers are blooming here 

Throughout the livelong day, 
And giant trees, with foliage bright. 

Adorn the glittering bay. 
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The date in rich luxuriance grows 
With nought to mar its bloom, 

And the wild banana spreads its leaves 
Like the web of an Indian loom. 

But all the flowers this land can boast 

Are not so fair to me 
As the purple heath that decks the hills 

In my home beyond the sea. 

Wlicn all those dear familiar scenes 

Before me rise again, 
They stir my wildly beating heart 

Like the waves of a storm-tossed main. 

Oh ! I will never once forget 
That lowland home of mine, 

The flowery sward, the old farmyard, 
And the lowing of the kine. 

I see them in their beauty still 
Though seas on seas divide. 

And hear my mother's loving words 
As we walk on the green hillside. 

I feel the soft clasp of her hand 

As she blesses me through her tears, 

And prays that God will be my guide 
Through all the changing years. 

I tread again the mossy banks 
Where waves the yellow broom. 

And linger in the summer woods 
With nature's voice in time. 
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I hear the river's murmuring song 

As it flows to the mighty sea — 
'Tis Bladnoch, red with martyr blood, 

But, oh ! so dear to me. 

There stands my happy boyhood's home ; 

And in youth's gala days. 
With sisters fair and brothers dear, 

I sported on its braes. 

And now, though I am far away 

From bank, and bush, and tree, 
I know that in my old sweet home 

They often think of me. 

Should fickle fortune deign to throw 

Her mantle at my feet, 
I '11 soar o'er ocean's broad expanse 

On wings of love so fleet. 

And I will see my father's face. 

And clasp his hand again, 
And feel my mother's warm caress. 

As they welcome me over the main. 

And I will tell them thrilling tales 

Of lands I 've wandered o'er ; 
And rest in peace 'neath the old roof-tree, 

Nor leave auld Scotland more. 



LOVE. 

I love him ; yes, I will ever love him 
Whate'er betide, where'er I be ; 

A smile from him, a kind word spoken, 
Are more than all the world to me. 
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When first we met 'twas a calm spring evening. 
He kissed me softly, and pressed my hand, 

Though no words of love by him were spoken, 
He sealed my lips with its magic band. 

We often meet when stars are shining, 
And the pale moon, like a silver bow, 

Adorns the bright blue arch above us. 
As we speak in whispers soft and low. 

When wo meet in the world's busy crowd. 
With careless look and calm good-bye. 

My heart leaps forth with joy imbounded, 
As I meet the glance of his bright blue eye. 

Little deem these idle gazers 

How oft his lips are pressed to mine ; 

Oh ! happy meetings ! to me how precious 
The world appears in a light divine ! 

Forgotten then arc my hours of sadness, 
And every deep corroding care ; 

Oh ! blissful moments, fraught with pleasure. 
You make my lot less hard to bear. 

Through every change I am unchanging, 
My love for him is still the same ; 

Nor woidd I quench this burning passion 
Although its sweetness is mixed with pain. 

Far better had we never met — 

Had he never held my heart in thrall ; 

But useless now arc vain regrets. 

For love, Love ! thou art lord of all. 
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The eye will lose its brilliant lustre, 
The form will lose youth's graceful mould ; 

But the heart retains its warm affections — 
Love never never can grow old. 

What would our world be without it ? 

Cheerless, desolate, and bare ; — 
In that bright world far above us 

Love, thou art triumphant there ! 



IN MEMORY OF GEORGE ALEXANDER THOMSON, 

AosD 19 Yba&s, 
(Third Son of Mb. Wm. Thombox, Baker, Kewton-Stewart,) 

Who met with an accident on 15th August, 1882, which in a few hours 
terminated fatally. While attending his customers in Queen Street 
the pony became restive, and he at once rushed to its head and 
caught hold of the reins ; but it dashed on, and the poor young man 
was crushed between the van and a lamp-post He was a promising 
young man and universally beloved. His funeral took place on the 
following Saturday, and being a member of the Bifle Corps, he was 
buried with military honours. 

Slowly and sadly the mourners come, 
Bearing their loved to his last long home. 
With snow-white wreaths on his coffin laid — 
Bright emblems of the youthful dead. 
Ah ! there is his helmet, 'tis vacant now. 
No more will it circle his fair young brow ; 
In vain for him shall the bugle sound, 
He will go no more to the marching groimd. 
Like a brave young soldier they bear him now. 
But sorrow clouds each youthful brow — 
Sorrow for him who is lying low — 
Who shared their joys short time ago. 
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Sadly they mourn his untimely end, 
Their dear young comrade, their faithful friend. 
Let us trust, though earthly joys are o'er, 
He will now rejoice for evermore. 

A solemn silence falls around. 

The muffled drum gives forth no sound, 

No music floats upon the air, 

No guns reversed the mourners bear. 

They fire no volley o'er his grave — 

Calmly he sleeps where the bright flowers wave. 

'Twas his fond mother's wish, as she wept o'er his clay, 

" Oh ! silently bear my loved one away; 

No sounds can him from his slumber wake, 

Yet the sound of music my heart w^ould break." 

O loving mother ! your darling boy 

Hath found a haven of peace and joy ; 

To his angel name he answers now. 

With a glorious diadem on his brow : 

Our earthly name, with its crimson stain, 

May not sound in heaven's bright halls again. 

They speak a holier language there — 

They know no sorrow, pain, nor care ; 

No farewell tears are ever shed, 

No lov'd ones numbered with the dead. 

No death-wounds come in that glorious land, 

No breaking up of that happy band. 

Then raise your eyes beyond the tomb. 
His lamp shall guide thee through the gloom ; 
Oh ! loving friends, yourselves prepare 
To meet your earth-lost darling there. 
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IN MEMORY OF JOHN COID, 

AoBD 31 Years, 
Head Postbb at Newton-Stbwaet Station, 

Who was killed on Monday evening, the 21st Angrust, 1882. While in the 
discharge of his duty he was caught by the wheel of a waggon, and 
so severely crushed that he expired eight minutes afterwards. He 
had been upwards of 16 years in the Railway service, and was a 
civil and obliging servant. He leaves a widow and two young 
children to mourn his loss. 

Death ! thou comest in many a form — 
In our happy home, in our peaceful sleep, 

On the battle-field, in the raging storm, 
On the dark-blue sea with its caverns deep. 

Tis sad to stand by the dying bed 

Of a dearly-loved and cherished friend — 

To hear their last faint whisper breathed, 
And watch their calm and peaceful end. 

But, oh ! what sorrow fills our heart 

When we the dreadful tidings hear. 
That death, in ghastly form, hath claimed 

The friend oiu* bosom held most dear ! 

We weep beside our cheerless hearth ; 

But tears and sighs are all in vain. 
The voice that filled our heart with joy 

We may not hear on earth again. 

1 witnessed such a scene to-night — 

The widow^s tears, her labouring breath. 
As silently she kissed his lips, 
Sealed with the solemn seal of death. 
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At uooii he left his happy home, 

With loving words and smiles so bright, 

And e'er the sun its course had run 
His sun had set in death's dark night : 

Crushed by a heavy laden train, 

In manhood's bright and joyous bloom — 

A victim to the power of steam ; 

And many such have filled the tomb. 

They heard his cry, but could not save. 

Oh ! 'twas an agonizing scene — 
His life-blood ebbing fast away, 

And none could stay that crimson stream. 

" May God have mercy on my soul ! " — 
These were the solemn words he said 

As death's dark billows o'er him rolled. 
Ere the spirit from the body fled. 

Surely that prayer was heard by Him 
Who hears and answers every prayer — 

Surely He led him through the gloom 
To portals ever bright and fair. 

Veiled is the future from our sight — 
Death's journey we must take alone — 

God holds in His Almighty hand 
The mysteries of the great unknown. 

mourner ! wipe away your tears, 
Take comfort from the sacred page ; 

Sweet promises you there will find 
That will your every grief assuage. 
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And teach thy little ones to love 
The orphans' best and dearest friend — 

Though rough the road, He will them guide 
In safety to their journey's end. 

If on His promises you trust, 

And cling to Him with faith and love, 

Your lost ones you shall meet again 
In heayen's glorious courts above. 



ON THE CAPTURE OF TEL-EL-KEBIR. 

Tel-el-Kebir, thou art captured. 

Glorious news ! the war is o'er. 
Ride Britannia ! — ^yes, for ever 

Sound her praise from shore to shore. 
Forward marched our gallant army 

O'er the arid desert sand ; 
Nothing broke the awful stillness 

As they neared the rebel band. 

In the midnight gloom advancing. 

Each one eager for the fray, 
Death or vict'ry lay before them 

With the fast approaching day. 
As they neared " Arabi's " breastwork 

What a grand impressive sight 
Met their eye ! — for miles around them 

All the desert filled with light. 

Little thought those sable warriors, 
Sleeping 'neath the eastern sky, 

Of the soimd so soon to wake them : 
Britain's glorious battle-cry. 
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From ten thousand voices blending 
Rose a ringing British cheer, 

While the rebels stood confounded : 
'Twas a death-knell to their ear. 



Waking from their fitful slumber, 

Starting wildly from the ground ; 
Muskets flashing, sabres gleaming, 

Dire confusion reigns around. 
Bravo Sir Garnet ! Noble leader ! 

Surely God inspired thee. 
When thy heroes leapt the barrier, 

Made the dark Egyptians flee. 



Foremost in the heat of battle 

Stood Hibemia's sons so brave, 
With our kilted lads beside them, 

Nobler never crossed the wave. 
Soon our lion-hearted heroes 

Trod the blood-stained crescent down ; 
Bring them home with honours laden. 

Weave for each fame*s starry crown. 



Glorious deeds at Balaclava 

By our Light Brigade were done, 
Tel-el-Kcbir ! thine is greater ; 

Ne'er was such a victory won ! 
O'er the Nile our flag of freedom 

On the breeze triumphant waves. 
Well they know who gaze upon it 

Britons never shall be slaves. 
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IN MEMORY OF JAMES HARLEY, 

Mabinbr, Nbwton-Stbwa&t, 

Who Dud of Choudla at Calcutta, 4th Not. ; Aosd 39 Ybabs. 

Under the shade of the cocoa pahn, 
Where the Hoogly flows o'er the Indian sand, 

He sleeps the sleep that will not break, 
Away, far away from his own dear land. 

A marble slab of purest white 

By messmates brave placed at his head, 

And graven on its surface bright 

They read the name of the dreamless dead. 

No mother's tears on his grave will fall. 

No widowed wife at close of day 
Will lead her little orphans forth 

To kneel by that grassy mound and pray. 

Ah, no ! the mighty ocean rolls 

Between them and that far off grave ; 

Oft on its breast he has sunk to rest. 

Lulled by the song of the foam-capped wave. 

He hafi watched with pride his gallant ship 
Clearing a path through the waters bright. 

And fondly smiled, with love-lit eye, 
As our sea-girt isle appeared in sight. 

No storm's rude voice can wake him now. 
Nor stirring sounds of the mighty deep; 

He hath crossed the dark and silent tide. 
And kindred and friends his mem'ry weep. 
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No more shall lie gaze on our purple hills, 
Bathed in the glow of the setting sun; 

Home and friends are forgotten now, 
In the peaceful grave no visions come. 

Though far from our island home he sleeps, 

He shall wake when the last loud trump shall sound 

From sea to sea, from shore to shore — 
May the joyfid cry he " Homeward bound ! " 



SPEAK NO ILL. 



Let us speak no ill as we walk through life, 

'Tis above a noble mind ; 
Kind words oft soothe a troubled heart, 

They leave no sting behind. 

If wo our own book open wide, 

And closely scan each page, 
We '11 find therein what in our eyes 

Should others' faults assuage. 

The slanderer's tongue hath a venomous dart, 

It spreads its poison wide; 
It spares not youth nor silver hairs. 

Not even the fair yoimg bride. | 

In friendship's guise the slanderers walk 

With smooth deceitful smile, 
Sowing their seeds in happy homes 

With honied words of guile. 
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Like the filthy make they creep along. 

Their slime is eveiywhere ; 
The poisoaouB breath from their foulaome lips 

Polluting the balmy air. 

They revel and jeat with fiendieh glee 

As the^ stun a spotless name; 
Not one regret in their coward bearte, 

They triumph o'er the same. 

If a fellow-man but a stumble make, 
And swerve from the upward tntek, 

Say, will they raise a helping-hand, 
And strive to win him back I 

Ah, no J his downfall is their boost, 

Rqoicing, they exclaim — 
On his once bright page their blot is left, 

Twill ne'er be erased agun. 

What though he stood in their very midst, 

A rival o'er them all, 
Sooming to speak a slanderous word. 

Yet they glory in his fall 

Husband and wife, parent and child, 

They have driven far apart; 
And gloat o'er the tears their tales have wrong 

From many a breaking heart 

As they have sown, so shall they reap. 

What shall their harvest be t — 
Eudleea gloom in the life to come, 

A 6mA eternity ! 
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TO MR. DONALD M'ARTHUB, ON HIS LEAVING 

NEWTON-STEWART. 

We will miss thee, old friend, when the sweet Sabbath bell 
Is filling the air with its loud solemn knell; 
When to God's sacred building our steps we retrace, 
'Tis then we shall miss thee from out the old plaoe. 

A pillar thou wert^ both firm and upright, 
Upholding our Church where the truth shines so bright. 
May he, thy successor, prove steadfast and true. 
Discharging his duties as nobly as you! 

And when, in remembrance of Jesus, our King, 

We meet at His table, His praises to sing. 

Be sure we shall miss thee, dear friend, from that band. 

When the sacred emblems we take in our hand. 

Thy place will be vacant, thou wilt not be there ; 
Long years hast thou filled it with honour and care; 
Always ready to answer at duty's stem call ; 
Ever courteous and kind, respected by alL 

But changes will come as seasons roll by; 
The laugh and the smile often end with a sigh; 
For old friends must part, the dearest and best. 
And the heart aches in silence though hid by the jest. 

Thou art leaving the banks of the sweet winding Cree; 
The hills of the Highlands are dearer to thee. 
The land where the tartan so brightly doth shine, 
And the notes of the pibroch to thee are sublime. 
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This the home of thy boyhood, the land of thy birth. 
Though ragged and bleak, 'tis the dearest on earth, 
Where sleep the proud chieftains in glens wild and deep, 
And the eagle lone watch in his eyrie doth keep. 

Yet a sigh of regret from thy bosom will come 
When thou biddest farewell to our sweet lowland home; 
Thy eyes will grow dim and thy smile be less bright 
As the hills of old Galloway fade from thy sight. 

May the sun of prosperity shed its bright rays 
On thee and thy loved till the end of thy days, 
Making life's highways more pleasant to tread. 
Though thorns with the roses too often are spread ! 

May health and contentment dwell in thy home, 
And true friends surround you wherever you roam! 
And should'st thou return, there 's a welcome for thee 
From the friends thou hast left on the sweet banks of Cree. 



MY SISTER'S DREAM. 

Sleep, gentle sleep, had closed my eyes, 
A strange bright vision o'er me came; 

Methought my fellow-servants walked 
With me along a country lane. 

The scene around was passing fair, 
A solemn silence o'er us fell ; 

I wondered if from out the clouds 
I could find something sweet to tell. 
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I raised my eyes, and looked around 
On nature's beauties evefywhere ; 

Then turned me to the spacious sky — 
But not one fleeoy cloud was there. 

But as I looked the scene was changed, 
A circle shone like silver bright ; 

Greatly amasedy I stood and gased. 
My eyes were danled with its light. 

And in that circle, brighter still, 
Another shone like glittering gold; 

And as their beauty I surreyed, 
What did my wond'ring eyes behold f 

Within the circle stood a form 

Whose kingly head was bowed for me ; 

Methought He looked with pitying eye, 
As when He himg on Calvary's tree. 

Long waving curls hung o'er His neck, 
He held the symbol to His breast ; 

Oh ! how I lougod to enter in, 
And there find everlasting strength 1 

" Look ! look ! " I to my comrades cried ; 

They stood and gazed as if spell-bound ; 
Awe-struck we were, like him of old, 

And fell with faces to the groimd. 

At the same moment I awoke, 

And wondered much at what I 'd seen ; 

Then mem'ry cleared the mists away. 
And told me it was but a dream ! 



ITS 
LINES ON THE SHIP "COROMANDEL^" 

Which sailed from the Thames on 12th Jnlj, 1883, bonnd for 

New Zealand. 

God speed yon ship, whose snowy sails 
Are fluttering on the breeze to-day, 

As down the Thames it swiftly glides 
To summer lands far far away. 

On deck are gathered a loving group, 
With glistening eyes they silent stand ; 

Ah ! blame them not; 'tis their last fond look 
Of the less'ning shores of their native land. 

The father dashes away a tear. 

It cannot shame his manhood now; 

He steps aside as the shadows fall, 
And leans him over the vessel's bow« 

His thoughts have wandered far away, 
'Tis his boyhood's home i^pears in view, 

In the shire of Ayr, so bright and fair, 
'Mong heath-clad mountains, wild and blue. 

The scene is changed ! Again he stands 
In the pride of manhood, gay and free^ 

And clasps in his a maiden's hand. 

On the lovely flower-gemmed banks o' Cree. 

She is with him in that gallant ship. 
Dear children nestling at their side; 

They plighted their troth long long ago, 
For weal or woe, whate'er betide. 

They have left their own loved native shore 

A home to seek in a far off land; 
May fortune's smile still cheer them there, 

And love make home a palace grand \ 
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A father's blessing, a mother's prayer, 

A brother's love, a sister's tear, 
Will be remembered where'er thej be, 

Making their memory ever dear. 

When the little ones shall bow them down 
To lisp a prayer at their mother's knee, 

They will bless the friends they have left behind 
In the dear old home beyond the sea. 

God speed thee again, thou noble ship, 
: And guide thee on thy perilous way; 
May they make a name with a wreath of fame 
Who have left our shores in thee to-day ! 



IN MEMORIAM : DAVID M'MILLAN. 

He was my friend life's journey through. 
But, ah ! our friendship 's ended now; 
The great and mighty conqueror came, 
' And laid his crown upon his brow. 

Oft have I nursed him on my knee, 

And sat beside his cradle bed, 
And smoothed the clustering curls that lay 

In shining rings around his head. 

Cut off in manhood's youthful bloom, 
All nature bursting into song; 

A peaceful, sober life he lived, 

Nor ever joined the gaudy throng. 

He did not miss a mother's hand 
To smooth his weary couch of pain; 

Friends and companions gathered there : 
To serve him was their highest aim. 



IS MBHOBUH: DAVID U'UILLAII. 

Aod paatora kiod spoke cheering words 

Of comfort to hU dying soul : 
" Fear not," they eud, "God will you guide, 

Though death's dark waters o'er you roU." 

We scarcely knew the end bad come, 

He passed so peacefully away, 
Leaving this darksome world behind, 

We trust for the light of an endleas day. 

One friend I know his loss will mourn, 
Though now upon a foreign shore; 

like brothers they since life began, 
Now ihe^ will meet on eartii na more. 

Ere death his weary eyes had closed, 
He often breathed that comrade's name; 

Methinks ia fancy's vision then 

Loved forms and faces to him came. 

Just sii short weeks ago t<Klay , 

They stood together side by side; 

Hand clasping hand iu friendship fond 
Upon thebomiie banks o' Clyde. 

. One was leaving home and friends 
To toil for bread across the wave ; 
The other to his native home, 
To lay him in an early grave. 

Sueb is this life, we meet and part, 
And scatter far o'er land and sea; 

Perchance we all shall meet at last 
On the boundleaa shores of eternity. 
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HE COMES NOT. 

I am waiting now at the tzysting plaoe^ 

Where I've waited oft bef(N!« ; 
The aspens quiver above mj head, 

But, oh ! he comes no mcMte. 

The pines are bending their stately heads 

In the Gool soft evening air, 
As I wander down the woodland path ; 

Would I could meet him there. 

I love to wander near the spot 
Where first and last we met ; 
And though he comes not as of yore, 

Yet I will not forget. 

I will live again in the haj^y past^ 

When I wandered by his side, 
And listened to his witching tales 

While the hours did swiftly glide. 

Again he will clasp me in his arms, 

And whisper a fond good-bye, 
As he did that night, when last we met, 

'Neath the beautiful stany sky. 

" Doubt not,'' he said, *' though now we part 

We soon shall meet again ; 
This kiss I leave on thy ruby lips 

Untainted shall remain 

Till I take it back in the gloaming grey, 

That sweet bewitching hour, 
When tales are told with music sweet 

In love's arcadian bower." 
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But spring and summer have oome and gone, 

And autiunn with golden store ; 
Old winter is here with its chilling blasts. 

And he has come no more. 

And though we never more may meet 

Till death my eyes shall dim ; 
While life remains my heart shall beat 

With deathless love for him. 

And I will go to the trysting place, 

And wait as I 'm waiting now ; 
The dewy breath of the evening breeze 

Will cool my fevered brow. 

And I will muse on the former joys 
While the moon doth brightly shine ; 

The hallowed sweets of memory 
Shall be for ever mine. 



OLD LETTERS. 

Old letters, dear old letters, 

Dim with the dust of years, 
I often gaze upon you 

Through a mist of blinding tears. 
I scan your faded pages 

Till my heart beats loud and fast, 
As bright visions rise before me 

Of the dead and buried pac^ 

I see a youth and maiden 
Standing in the golden g^aw 

Of a gorgeous summer simset. 
And he speaks in whispers low — 
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" I must leave you now, my darling. 
And -croBB the boundless main ; 

When I reap a golden harvest 
I will surely come again. 

Nay! let no tear-drops glisten, 

Nor sorrow cloud thy brow; 
I never will foiget thee, 

Though I must leave thee now. 
I will bring the priceless treasures 

From the diamond-lighted cave, 
And a heart as true and faithful 

As when I crossed the wave." 

Old letters, dear old letters, 

Ah ! that was long ago. 
When life was one bright summer. 

Untouched by winter's snow. 
I built love's airy castles, 

And fancy gilded halls, 
Never dreaming of the autumn, 

When blight and sorrow falls. 

Old letters, dear old letters. 

Sad is the tale you tell 
Of a loved one sleeping soundly 

Beneath the ocean's swell. 
Homeward bound, with spirits buoyant. 

Light as the dancing wave ; 
Oh ! cruel, treacherous ocean, 

He found in thee a grave. 

Old letters, dear old letters. 
Though dim and faded now, 

I have read yoiir love-fraught pages 
With a blush on cheek and brow ; 



And thoi^h m; h^ is Bilvored, 
And youthful days are fled, 

I wHl kmp you, dear old letters. 
Till I mingle with the dead. 



SCOTLAND FOR EVER. 

The river etunes in the pale moonlight. 
The waves ripple over the sand, 

And borne on the breeze from a tiny skiff 
Is a song of my own dear land. 

Scotland's hills are the words I hear, 

And Scotland's dales for me; 
The words ring sweet through the evening aj 

Like an echo from o'er the sea. 

And every puke of my manhood stjrs 

While listem^ng to that song; 
I have sung it oft in the long ago, 

My native hills among. 

Away, dull care, from my heart to-night, 
I will join in the loved refnun ; 

In transport sweet old friends 111 greet 
On Scotia's biUs again. 

Tis there the light of freedom shinea 

And the thistle proudly waves, 
Where coward tyrants dare not tread — 
The land that owns no slave*. 
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Her stalwart hMoes nobly goard 
Their homes on sea and shore; 

Auld Scotland's weal is more to them 
Than the wealth of the Koh-i-Noor. 

When the tide of battle rushes on 

Still foremost in the field. 
With waving plumes and tartans bright, 

Their trusty blades they wield. 

A riven banner they may bringi 
As our nobles brought before; 

But honour shines on each dinted shield^ 
Though stained with foeman's gore. 

A halo shines o'er each hero's grave 

Who for his countiy fell, 
And veterans old, with silver hair, 

Hieir noble deeds can tell. 

Immortal bards have sung their praise, 
And I will praise them still, 

Though far from Scotia's beauteous scenes 
Of mountain, glen, and hill. 

Land of my birth, for ever dear. 
None can compare with thee; 

Thy praise I '11 sing till echoes ring — 
Auld Scotland's hills for me ! 



HAST THOU FORGOTTEN! 

Hast thou foigotten the home of thy childhood, 
And dear ones who sat by thy soft cradle bed. 

And watched o'er thy slumbers with tender devotion, 
And wiped from thine eyelids the tears thou did'st shed t 
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Hast thou forgotten thy youthful companions — 
The friends of thy boyhood, so faithful and true — 

Who rambled with thee through meadow and wild wood. 
Where bright flowers are shining with sweet drops of dewt 

Hast thou f(Hrgotten the old ivied schoolhousOy 
And dear little playmates of life's happy mom t 

Cold is thy heart if such memories are sleeping, 

Though those bright days are vanished no more to return. 

Hast thou forgotten the old hallowed churchyard. 
Where loved ones are sleeping the sleep of the blest t 

No heartaches they feel in their low peaceful dwelling ; 
life's turmoil is over, and calmly they rest. 

Hast thou foigotten the church and its beauties — 

The time-honoured church which thy kindred love best — 

The truths loud and clear that fell on thine ear 

From our pastor's loved voice on the Sabbath of rest? 

If scenes so endearing by thee are forgotten, 
In dreamland I know they will rise up again, 

Casting the spell of their beauty around thee; 
But will the morning bring pleasure or pain ? 

When thy bright dreams are over, old memories will waken; 

The noontide of manhood will soon pass away; 
All is not gold, though bright it may glitter ; 

The pleasures of this world are but dreams of a day. 

Though thou hast friends in the land of the stranger — 
Friends who may ever prove faithful and kind — 

Keep thou for ever in loving remembrance 

The home of thy youth and the friends left behind. 
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OH ! HAPPY ARE THE DAYS. 

Oh ! happy are the days when oor innocent wee bairns 
Are rinnin' roiin' aboot us, and cuddling in oor arms, 
Tellin' a' their wee misfortunes as they toddle out an' in; 
bonnie bonnie baimies, hoo mony hearts ye win ! 

When simmer days are lang, an' the soin is shining brioht, ' 
Up an' doon they wander till it sinks tae rest at nicht ; 
Pu'ing buttercups an' daisies an' bonnie yellow broom, 
An' ramblin' by the bumie an' listenin' tae its croon. 

When the gloomy mists o' winter are hingin' ower the toun. 

An' dreary winds are whistlin' the cosie biggin' roun, 

They deave us wi' their clatter as they gather roun* the 

hearth; 
The hame that owns nae baimies kens nocht o' joy an' mirth. 

When Johnny Frost, auld carl, nips their wee bit ban's an' 

feet. 
We please them wi' a story beside the ingle cheek : 
Hoo the fairies live in castles in the bonnie woods sae green. 
Till Johnny Nod slips canny an' shuts their wee bit een. 

'Tis pleasant in the gloamin', after toilin' a' day lang, 
Tae see their happy faces when they hear a guid auld sang, 
"Within a Mile o' Enbro' Toon," or Bums' "Bonnie Jean ;" 
Oh! wha would change sic pleasures for the palace o' a king? 

But sune oor bonnie baimies tae lads an' lassies grow. 
An' far awa' they wander frae bush an' broomy knowe ; 
The world shines bricht before them, yet its joys are just a 

name. 
No like the guileless pleasures o' their ain dear happy haakie. 
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bonnie bonnie baimies, little do ye ken, 
When ye leave the cheery biggin', with its cosie but an ben, 
Ye may tread in ha's o' splendour, an' dim' the steps o' fame, 
An' sune forget the frien's ye left in the dear auld house at 
hame. 

The world's silly flatterers may please ye for a wee ; 
If poverty but touch ye, like sinmier birds they 11 flee, 
An' leave ye on the downward road, sad, desolate, an' lane ; 
Ye 11 near fin' frien's as leal an' true as the frien's ye left 
at hame. 

O bonnie bonnie baimies, aye keep yer hame in min', 

An' think o' them that love you wi' a love they ne'er can 

tyne; 
Tho' pairted here nae mair tae meet, we often bless your 

name. 
And see ye still in happy dreams, as we did langsyne at 

hame. 

May He wha hands the world in the hollow o' His han'. 
Watch ower oor bonnie baimies whaure'er in life they stan. 
An' keep them in the narrow path that nane on earth may 

blame, 
An' bring them tae Himsel' at last, in yon bricht happy 

hame ! 



IN MEMORY OF WEE JOHN, 

Thb Bbloybd Child of John and Jbsszs Gbubson. 

BOBN 17th July, 1881 ; Dud 5th Mat, 1884. 

Speak softly, tread lightly, 

Our darling is dead. 
And the light from our home 

With his bright smile hath fled. 
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He gladdened our bosoms 
Soaroe three fleeting years ; 

Now deeply we mourn him 
In sadness and tears. 

He came in bright summer, 

When all things look'd gay, 
And left us again 

In the beauty of May; 
When nature was smiling 

In bud and in bloom, 
Our bonnie wee floret 

Was laid in the tomb. 

The sweet birds are singing 

Where now he doth rest, 
Bitt sweeter by far 

Are the songs of the blest; 
And they who have listened 

To Salem's sweet strains, 
Never sigh for the joys 

Which our cold world contains. 

Around our existence 

A shadow hath fell. 
Nor earth's brightest pleasures 

That cloud can dispeL 
We weep when we look 

On his now empty cot; 
Ah ! vain is our weeping, — 

Death heedeth it not. 

The flowers that shine brightest 
Soon fade and decay ; 

The friends we love dearest 
Will all pass away; 
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And we too must follow — 

Our years swiftly flee — 
The graves of our fathers 

Our graves soon sliall be. 

But He who afflicts us 

Is mighty to save; 
His voice stilled the tempest 

On Galilee's wave. 
He will keep our lost treasure 

In safety for aye, 
And restore him again 

On the bright endless day. 



LINES COMPOSED ON THE LAYING OF 
THE MEMORLiL STONE OF THE MCMILLAN HALL. 

There 's no a toon in Scotland, however fair it be, 

That can compare in beauty rare like auld N.-S. on Cree ; 

And tae enhance its beauty the gran' McMillan ha' 

Is rising, 'neath the workman's han', a gem in Gallowa'. 

This day oor noble Earl laid the great memorial stane, 
And spoke, in feeling language, 6' the donors wha are gane ; 
There stood oor gallant Councillors, oor big M.P.'s an' a', 
And ladies in their queenly robes, the flower o* Gallowa'. 

Oor famous photographer Stan's high aboon the rest ; 
He has set his best flt foremost tae work wi' zeal and zest ! 
Sune we '11 hae a bonnie picture tae decorate oor wa' 
O' the gallant and the noble, the pride o' Gallowa'. 
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I see the reverend pastor o' Cameronian creed — 
A name endeared to Scotland wi' mony a noble deed ; 
Impressive were the earnest words that frac his lips did fa'; 
There 's nane mair kind and generous in a' braid Gallowa'. 

Noo listen tae the music that 's floating through the air 

Frae happy youthfu' voices that never kent a care ; 

Frae oor infant schule sae famous they ha'e marched baith 

trig and braw, 
Weel pleased tae share the honour wi' the Lord o' Grallowa'. 

" Rock o' Ages," oh ! hoo sweetly they sang that sacred 
hymn ; [dim ; 

There was silence in the busy crood, and mony an e'e grew 
For their music and their learning, their bonnie schule an' a'. 
They may thank the noble parents o' the Lord o' Gallowa'. 

I ken that in my schule days oor books were unco scarce ; 
We had nae new-fangled volumes wi' either prose or verse ; 
Just frae the Psalms o' David we learned a verse or twa — 
Noo oor schules and classics rank the first in bonnie Gallowa'. 

I canna see oor artist yet — I ken he 's somewhaur near— 
When oor bonnie ha' is finished his picture will appear, 
Wi' the big new-fashioned fountain, the ancient square an' a'. 
His fame is ringing loudly frae the Firth tae Gallowa'. 

Got frae yon shady comer oor Provost's voice I hear ; 
Noo for oor noble Earl let us gi'e a hearty cheer, 
An' ane for his braw Countess; see, she's smiling on us a', 
Wi' anither noble scion o' the hoose o' Gallowa'. 

I mauna miss oor editors, they 're cronies, ye can see ; 
Yet we lack the proof o'freenship when we read the guid F,P.^ 
Gt oor big Gazette, sae famous ; sic venom baith can blaw ; 
Yet they're read wi' muckle pride at hame and far frae 
Gallowa'. 
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'Tis the wee short hour ayont the twaF, tae stop I ken 'tis 

time, 
An' I '11 try tae get a comer for this ungrammatic rhyme ; 
An' critics, though yc jeer and scoff, and gae a loud guffaw, 
Just gently scan my errors, ye '11 fin' mair in Gallowa'. 

And maybe if I leeve to see this costly biggin' dune, 
1 11 try tae mak' a better, tae suit some guid auld tunc. 
Some o' oor gifted singers, when they open the gran' ha'. 
Might lilt it tae that ancient tune, " The Braes o' Gallowa'." 



IN MEMORY OF MY DEARLY BELOVED 

COUSIN, S M*G . 

" The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name 
of the Lord."— Job L 21. 

She hath faded and gone like a sweet summer rose, 
That lingers in beauty till autumn's wind blows. 
Then withers and dies e're its bright bloom is past, 
Too fragile and fair to contend with the blast. 

Transplanted above in the field of the Lord, 
Believing and trusting His peace-speaking word ; 
And now she hath gone, all His glory to share 
In the sweet bloom of maidenhood, spotless and fair. 

We hoped against hope as we saw her each day, 
With a smile on her lip, fading slowly away ; 
By her cheek's hectic flush, and the light of her eye, 
We knew she was doomed — that our darling must die. 

She won every heart with her sweet gentle ways, 
As loving and kind as in childhood's bright days ; 
The light of our home, our joy and our pride ; 
And now we are longing to sleep by her side. 
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She raised her clasped hands ere the vital spark fled, 
While we stood with her teacher beside her deathbed : 
" I 'm coming," she whispered ; a radiance then shone 
O'er her face, fair and peaceful : her spirit had gone. 

Ah ! surely she saw, through her heayen-lighted eye, 
A glimpse of that home where they weep not nor sigh. 
Where day never ends and shadows all flee. 
And golden bai*ques glide o'er the bright glassy sea. 

No sorrowing hearts in those palaces fair. 
For death, the destroyer, can never come there ; 
Where music is sounding that never will end, 
And thousands on thousands of sweet voices blend. 

We kissed her cold lips and her broad noble brow, 
As fair as the flowers that encircle it now ; 
We placed on her bosom a white snowy MTeath, 
Fit emblem of her who is sleeping beneath. 

We have stood by her grave, that low bed of rest, 
With the symbol of faith shining bright on her breast ; 
Kind fingers have traced it with garlands so fair, 
In loving remembmnce of her who sleeps there. 

In slumbers of midnight we see her again, 
Oh could the bright vision for ever remain ! 
But sorrow returns with the dawning of day, 
The fair fleeting mirage hath vanished away. 

Death's dark brooding wing shrouds the world in gloom; 
Faith points to a brighter beyond the dark tomb ; 
And there we shall meet with our death-severed friends, 
Wlien the struggle is over and life's battle ends. 
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Drowned in the Crbb, 13th Fbbruabt, 1885. 

beautiful Cree ! I Lear thy voice 
As I heard it oft in the long ago, 

When I trod thy banks a careless child, 
And watched thy bright tide ebb and flow. 

Thy banks shone bright with summer flowers, 
Like jewels in a monarch's crown, 

And birds sang sweet in woodland bowers 
From morning till the sun went down. 

Thy music had a sweeter sound 
Than all the songs of after years ; 

No jarring notes the spell could break ; — 
I hear it now through a mist of tears. 

1 saw thee in thy beauty then. 

And deemed not that thy cruel waves 
Could 'whelm the young in beauty's bloom. 
And hide them in thy mystic caves. 

Yet I have hcai*d thee dashing on 

With a victim in thy cold embrace. — 

A happy, thoughtless, bright-eyed boy, 
Health's rosy hue on his fair young face. 

A friend esteemed had passed away 

So calmly to her endless rest : 
" I '11 gather spring's first flowers," he said, 

" To place them on her gentle breast." 
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He sought thy slippery mud-stained banks, 
Where seething waters rushed between ; 

He knew that near yon castle old 
Sweet snowdrops peeped from beds of green. 

Fearless he grasped the structure frail 
That spanned thy torrent-swollen tide ; 

With brave young heart and purpose firm 
He strove to reach the farther side. 

Oh ! who could stay thy waters wild 
That sped like maddened courser on? 

He cried for help. Ah, none could save ; — 
One moment more, and he was gone ! 

In vain the seekers scanned thv banks, 
And plied the oar from mom till night ; 

But Crec, thou keepest thy secret well, 
He still lies hidden far from sight. 

murmuring river ! give him up, 
Nor keep him longer hid from view ; 

Let him be in the churchvfird laid, 
Where waves the cypress and the yew. 

The father mourns his noble boy ; 

The mother, too, in sadness weeps, 
And sees, in dreams, the lonely grave 

Where now her cherished darling sleeps. 

The brothers mourn their playmate dear, 

The sharer of their every game ; 
The sisters sigh, with glistening eye, 

For him who ne'er will come again. 



IN memoriam: s p . 191 

O sorrowing mother, dry your tears ; 

You know that when life's storm is o'er 
He at the golden gate will wait, 

And welcome thee to that bright shore. 

No parting tears will then be shed — 

No grief, no pain, nor death's dark gloom, — 

But peace and joy, and endless life. 
Where fadeless flowers immortal bloom. 



beautiful river ! thou hast heard 
An earnest, though a humble prayer ; 

And thou hast given up thy dead — 
The watchers stand no longer there. 

May loved ones kneel beside his grave. 
And plant thereon a wreath divine. 

That time nor change can never fade, 
That shall through endless ages shine. 



LINES ON THE TWENTY- FOURTH ANNIVERSARY 
OF THE DEATH op thb LATE PRINCE CONSORT, 
JUSTLY NAMED "ALBERT THE GOOD." 

Seasons have come and gone, 

Albert the Good ! 
Since, in thy royal home, 

Albert the Good ! 
Lowly thy head did lie, — 
Dear ones stood weeping by, 
Watching thy faintest sigh, 

Albert the Good! 
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One of thy royal band, 

Albert the Good! 
Nursed thee with heart and hand, 

Albert the Good ! 
Gently, with tender care, 
Smoothing the pillows there, 
Breathing a fervent prayer, 

Albert the Good ! 

Vain was their every prayer, 

Albert the Good ! 
Prayers could not keep thee there, 

Albert the Good ! 
Though thy beloved wife, 
Sharer in soitow's strife. 
Prayed for thy precious life, 

Albert the Good ! 

Ere thy pure spirit fled, 

Albert the Good ! 
Smiles o'er thy features spread, 

Albert the Good ! 
Back to thy boyhood's home. 
Where the fair flowers still shone. 
Thought travelled swiftly on, 

Albert the Good ! 

Soon life's tide ebbed away, 

Albert the Good ! 
And o'er thy silent clay, 

Albert the Good ! 
Many a head bent with grief ; 
Tears could not bring relief ; — 
Thy noble life was brief, 

Albert the Good ! 
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Handsome and beautiful, 

Albert the Good ! 
Loyal and dutiful, 

Albert the Good ! 
Heartrending was the scene, 
When our beloved Queen 
Gazed like as in a dream, — 

Albert the Good ! 

Gazed on thy silent form, 

Albert the Good ! 
Calm after life's rough storm, 

Albert the Good ! 
Sees thee in heaven's light. 
After death's darksome night. 
Wearing a crown so bright, 

Albert the Good ! 

Husband and father dear, 

Albert the Good ! 
They will thy name revere, 

Albert the Good ! 
Memories of happy days. 
Spent on our heather braes. 
Shine like the sun's bright rays, 

Albert the Good ! 

Alice, thy gentle child, 

Albert the Good ! 
Wlio thy dark hours beguiled, 

Albert the Good ! 
Is with thee on that shore 
Where the waves never roar — 
Ne'er to be parted more, 

Albert the Good ! 
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Thino was a happy home, 
Albert the Good ! 

LoYO like a meteor shone, 
Albert the Good ! 

Thou wert the nation's pride — 

Counsellor, friend, and guide; 

Thoughts of self laid aside. 
Albeit the Good! 

Long may our gracious Queen, 

Albert the Gtx)d ! 
Reign o'er this earthly scene, 

Albert the Good ! 
Then, o'er yon boundless plain, 
With her beloved again, 
Endless love there shall reign, 
Albert the Good ! 



ON THE DEATH OF MR. J M— 

BOOTLB ViLLAOBf LiTBRPOOL. 

Not lost, but gone before 

To a fairer, brighter home. 
Where the ransomed spirits meet^ 

And dwell in perfect bliss ; 
Where they drink so full and free, — 

Drink of the water of life : 
The king of terrors comes not there. 

Nor sorrow, pain, nor strife. 

Not lost, but gone before 

To the unseen realms on high, 

To praise for ever and adore 
He who for xis did die, — 
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Died on the accurst tree 

A death of grief and shame, 
To make an everlasting home 

For all who love His name. 

Not lost, but gone before 

To live with the good and just, 
And all who keep His precepts here ; — 

Theirs is sacred dust. 
Calmly he passed away; 

No heavy, deep-drawn sigh — 
Only a breath, like a zephyr sweet, 

Wafting his soul on high. 

Not lost, but gone before 

To hear his heavenly name 
Pronounced by sweet angelic lips 

In music's sweetest strain. 
A faithful servant here, 

Lightening the homes of gloom, — 
Now he enjoys his rich reward 

In that land of fadeless bloom. 



WHAT HAS CHRISTMAS BROUGHT, MOTHER? 

What has Christmas brought, Mother, 
What has it brought to thee ? — 

Joys supreme, release from pain. 
But sorrow to fair Woodlee. 

We gathered round thy couch, Mother, 
And tears stole down each cheek ; 

For, oh 1 thou wert so dear to us. 
What could we do but weep t 
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All, all who loved thee stood, Mother, 

In solemn silence there ; 
For, oh ! we knew you soon would be 

In our heavenly Father's care. 

And when you breathed your last, Mother, 
And thy weary soul was free ; 

Then sorrow's gloomy shadow fell 
And darkened fair Woodlee. 

The poor will miss thee now, Mother, 
For thou did'st them befriend ; 

And many a blessing, for thy weal. 
Did from their lips ascend. 

We are kneeling by thy gmve, Mother, 
Kneeling low down on the sod ; 

And our thoughts are turning heavenward, 
Tliy home with our blessed God. 

We have made the holy sign. Mother, 

With ivy and lilies fair, 
And placed it on thy silent breast ; 

Oh 1 can'st thou see it there ? 

Thou wilt not be forgot, Mother, 

We will not love thee less 
Though we hear no more thy loving words 

Of thoughtful tenderness. 

We will meet in the courts above, Mother, 

With all our sins forgiven ; 
And though thou H lost to us on earth, 

There 's another saint in heaven. 
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WEE JAMIE STEWART. 

We laid wee Jamie down to sleep, 

And calmly he doth rest 
In the shadow of St. Nmian's fane, 

With dewdrops on his breast. 

They shine like pearls above the dead — 

The innocent one below — 
Whose spirit haa soared to the heights above, 

Whore the pure and sinless go. 

He was our first-bom darling child ; 

He gladdened every heart : 
A little sunbeam in our home, 

And, oh ! 'twas hard to part. 

In dreams I feel his warm caress. 

And clasp his hand in mine. 
And see the light of those little eyes 

That on earth no more will shine. 

When morning comes the dreams are gone. 

The cloud lifts from my brow ; 
I still have little nestUngs here, 

Though one has left me now. 

Death hath its victims everywhere, 

He heeds not anguish wild ; 
The father he claims in manhood's pride, 

The mother and the child. 

He takes the great from their high estate. 

He spares not young nor old ; 
When the miser feels his clammy hand 

In terror he grasps his gold. 
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But thoy who loso a little child 
Need not tremble nor be afraid ; 

They are God's jewels, every one, 
Of such is His kingdom made. 



"WEE SAMMIE." 

The spring is here with bud and bloom, 
Old winter is gone with its snow and gloom ; 
The flowers are springing beneath our feet^ 
And we hear the little lambkins bleat. 

But spring to us can bring no joy 
Since wo have lost our darling boy; 
Five short sweet years he was our own, 
And then our Saviour caUed him home. 

And he was wise beyond his years ; 
He whispered, when he saw our tears — 
" Jesus wants me ; I '11 soon be free : 
Hark ! they arc singing and waiting for me." 

He often spoke of the better land, 
And whispered, when he held our hand, 
" Do you hear the music ? — I 'm going home ; 
And, oh, what happy days will come ! 

Father and Mother, we '11 meet again, 
When * Wee Sammie ' stands on the shining plain ; 
You will see my harp and my little friends, 
And hear the music that never ends." 

We have no fears for our little child. 
Who passed away as he sweetly smiled ; 
And when we drift to the unknown shore, 
May we meet " Wee Sammie," to part no more ! 
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IN MEMORIAM: MRS. M*G , KIRKCALDY. 

O merry Christmas bells ! how you are ringing ! 

And my sad heart with deep anguish is riven; 
<jk)ne is my loved one, the wife of my bosom, — 

Left me to keep her bright Christmas in heaven. 

Many a bright Christmas spent we together; 

Love was our beacon-star, brightly it shone; 
In peace and contentment the seasons passed o'er us, 

Though Death, with his ruthless hand, entered our home. 

Dear little children around our hearth gathered. 
Making home bright with their innocent play ; 

Three now are sleeping beside their young mother, 
And my sad heart is nigh broken to-day, 

Oft have we gazed on the Forth in its beauty. 
Fanned by the breeze of a fair summer mom, 

And watched the white waves towering high in their gran- 
deur, [storm. 
When the thunder rolled loud through the fierce winter 

O meny Christmas bells ! could you but bring me 
The joys of the years that are faded and gone, 

Or restore me the forms that will ever be dearest — 
Then happy would be my now desolate home. 

Life hath its seasons of joy and of gladness ; 

Life hath its seasons of heartrending woe; 
After the tempest the zephyrs blow calmly, — 

'Tis God who hath willed it, and so we must bow. 

Bright are the robes which my darling is wearing ; 

Sweet are the songs which my darling doth sing; 
Fair are the mansions where now she is waiting 

To welcome me home when my spirit takes wing. 
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Now I will go, when the soft dew is falling, 
And kneel by her grave at the close of the day ;- 

I know I shall meet her again in her beauty. 
And never more part when the mists clear away. 



IN MEMORIAM: WEE BESSIE, 

The Beloved Child of Edwin B. and Mary Hall, aged four years 

and six months. 

Wee Bessie is sleeping 

To waken no more ; 
Her short life is ended. 

Her little race o'er. 
Bright angels were waiting, 

With palms in their hand, 
To welcome Wee Bessie 

To yonder bright land. 

Wee Bessie is sleeping, 

And sad is each heart 
That loved her so fondly, 

Nor thought they should part; 
But death, with its shadows. 

Hung over their home — 
In the gloom and the darkness 

Wee Bessie has gone. 

Wee Bessie is sleeping 

So calm and so sweet ; 
She hath entered that harbour 

Where storms never beat ; — 
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Her frail little barque 

Stemmed the dark swelling tide. 
And anchored in safety 

With Jesus, her guide. 



Wee Bessie is sleeping 

In peace. She doth rest, 
With her little hands folded 

And laid on her breast. 
Sinless and spotless, 

A lamb in the fold, 
Her joys are eternal, 

Blood-bought — ^not with gold. 



Wee Bessie is sleeping 

Where sleep the blest dead, 
And her little twin sister 

Beside her is laid. 
The sweet sleep of childhood. 

In death or in life, 
Is blessed oblivion 

From turmoil and strife. 



Wee Bessie is sleeping; 

Then, oh ! cease to weep : 
On the fair endless morning 

She 11 wake from her sleep. 
Oh ! may you be ready 

With her to take flight, 
And leave the dark grave 

For eternity's light I 
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WEE ANNIE T 



She passed away like a simbeam bright, 
And left our home in the gloom of night ; 
The Angel reaper came silently in, 
And the light of her little eyes grew dim. 

We saw her languid, listless eye, 
Yet did not think that she would die j 
So young, so fair, and we loved her so, — 
Oh ! who can fathom the depth of our woe ? 

We see her oft in the silent night ; 
We see her again in the morning light ; 
And even at the bright noon-tide 
We seem to feel her at our side. 

'Tis the beautiful shadow that lingers here. 
And brings to our eyes the bitter tear ; 
It will haunt us still while life shall last, 
Like a sweet sad dream of the vanished past. 

Oh ! why do we weep ? Time brings its cares. 
With thought-lined brow and silver hairs ; — 
Her beautiful face, in the realms of bliss, 
Shall shine for aye in its youthfulness. 

Grief cannot pain thee, little one ; 
And we will say — " God's will be done ! " 
Upon my breast thou shalt rest no more 
Till we the fields of light explore. 



"GONE HOME:" 
Uns. Db. Ihoui, Lincuan Cottage, Eirkcowu. 
She left her friends and the land of her birth 

In youth's bright summer day; 
The holy solemii vows were made, 
And with him she soiled away — 

Away to lauds where the sun shines bright. 
Where the white man sijorce had trod. 

To enlighten the darkened heathen mind, 
And tell them there waa a God. 

Not like their gods of wood and stone, 

To which they knelt and prayed ; 
But to Him whose voice once calmed the storm, 

And the angry tempest stayed. 

They knew, though their outward forms were blnck 

Aa the gloomy midnight wave, 
The hand that made them was divine, 

And they had souls to save. 

And faithfully they laboured there, 

With the Gospel in their hand, — 
Preaching the truths from each blessed page 

To that poor benighted band. 

They fought the battles of the Lord, 

But not for the world's fame ; 
Their fight waa for the great reward, 

And they scattered abroad His name. 

Beset with perils on every side 

In the glare of the noon-day sun, 
And sometimes at the dead of night, 

When theht hour of rest had come. 
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But firmly they stood; though sorely tried 

They braved the dangers all, 
Well pleased if at their Master's work 

They graciously should fall. 

But God ordained that they should live, 

And in a language strange 
Translate that sacred Book of books ; — 

Oh ! what a wondrous change 

To see so many of that dark race 
Kneel down in the house of prayer, 

And raise their voice to heaven's great Lord,— 
All their idols shattered there ; 

And their children learning the blessed words 
Which the Holy Book contains ; 

And its marveUous light now shining bright 
On far Aneityum's plains ! 

And she who so nobly did her part 
Came back to her own dear land ; 

And many a farewell tear was dropped 
When she left that dusky band. 

Now she has gone from this sin-sinned earth, 
And passed through death's dark night ; — 

Without sickness or pain God called her home 
To heaven's efifulgcnt light. 

If a soul from the New Hebrides 

Should meet her on yon bright shore. 
Her cup of bliss would be doubly sweet, — 
Aye full and running o'er. 
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And he who loved her with patience waits 

Till to him the call is given ; 
Then they, through a bright eternity, 

Shall united be in heaven. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF MRS. ST. C . 

Our heads to-night with grief are bowed, 
Dear mother sleeps in her long white shroud; 
The voice that charmed us so oft of yore 
Is silent now, it will charm no more. 

No more will her soft white hand be laid 
With blessings on each youthful head; 
Bright day of its splendour is bereft, 
Since she our happy home has left. 

We miss her footsteps in the hall. 
We miss her when the shadows fall. 
We miss her at our evening prayer, 
Ah ! yes, we miss her eveiywhere. 

When our father looks at her vacant place 
Dark clouds of sorrow shade his face. 
Oh ! cold and cheerless is the home 
When the light of a mother's smile is gone. 

The pure white snow lies on her grave; 
But soon the summer flowers will wave. 
And of the brightest and the best 
We will twine fair wreaths for her place of rest. 

And eveiy careless wayward youth 
Who learned with us the Gospel truth. 
If tasks were hard ere day was gone. 
With loving words she helped them on. 
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With heads bent low some stood around 
That sacred consecrated ground, 
And placed fresh chaplets on her bier; 
Nor could they stem the rising tear. 

And fond mementoes will be theirs 
Of her who soothed their youthful cares, 
And led them with a mother's hand 
Among her own dear household band. 

The joys of heaven shall all cares dispel ; 
Of its beauties no mortal tongue can tell. 
When the morning breaks and the shadows flee, 
May we see them, mother, and be with thee ! 



A SONNET. 



See the white clouds, like pure uutixxlden snow, 
On towering mountain peaks they upward rise 
From mists that slumber on the silent hills. 
And sail nuyestic near the beauteous skies, 
Then break in waves and sink to rest 
Afar on the ocean's boundless breast. 
I 've seen them at the calm of eventide. 
Bright crimson, purple, gold, and blue. 
And thought if they were stepping-stones to heaven. 
What must the beauty be that 's hid from view 1 
The pale moon and the countless hosts of stars 
Come forth to deck the ebon brow of night. 
When gems like these adorn the outer wall, 
Surely the city shines vf\th daidiug light. 



LADY JANE. 

She is fair and young, and her beauty shines 

Like the fragrant roso in June, 
And her voice ia like the summer birds, 

When they sing their swcet^t tune. 
I hsteu to their witching tones 

Till my heart grows sick vith pain, 
Oh ! would that I could call her mine. 

The peerless Lady Jane ! 

Bright gems adom her snowy neck, 

And shiuQ in her waving hair, 
And sparkle on her lily hands; 

She is fairest of the fair. 
I worship her with a nameless love 

That I never will know agtun ; 
Could I only but clasp her to my heart, 

The beautiful Lady Jane. 

I lead her through the giddy dance, 

And her warm breath fans my cheek; 
She lays in mine her small white hand. 

And yet I dare not speak. 
I would rather she was mine to-night 

Than win the world's fame; 
Oh ! were I a king, I would lay my crown 

At the feet of the Lady Jane. 

I will worship her with a worship tnie 

Till all life's sands are run; 
I will worship her as the eastern knights 

Still worship the glowing sun. 
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And she will be dear unto my heart, 
Aud I will breathe her name 

With eveiy blessing that Heaven can send 
To the winsome Lady Jane. 



LITTLE LYDIA. 

Shall wo meet thee, little Lydia, 

Ere our eyes with age grow dim — 
Shall we meet thee by the river. 

Where the golden tide rolls in 1 
Or will it lie between us, 

With a wild and sullen roar ? 
Have we parted, little Lydia, 

To meet again no more? 

Thou hast left us, little Lydia, 

And thy baby face is hid. 
With all its smiles and dimples. 

Beneath the coffin lid. 
A tiny grave now holds thee, 

And orient sunbeams play 
On the hillside where thou sleepest, 

Near the river's silver spray. 

We shall meet thee, little Lydia, 

So we will not mourn nor weep; — 
When we again behold thee 

Our joy shall be complete. 
With no earthly words we 'U greet thee ; 

Oiu: songs of praise shall rise — 
Praise for our blest reunion — 

In the language of the skies. 
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They called her from the festive board, 

Where the evening feast was spread, 

To where her slumbering children lay 

In their soft white downy bed. 
i 

One was a lovely fair-haired boy, 

And feverish was his rest ; 
The tide of death rushed through his veins, 

And she clasped him to her breast. 

She kissed his lip and his burning cheek. 
And his forehead, pale and fair ; 

And to her bosom held him close, 
As if nought could harm him there. 

'Tis only a sleep — a beautiful sleep ! 

Who says that he shall die ? 
" God ! if I should lose him now," — 

Was her one heartrending cry. 

She had treasured all his winning ways 
With a mother's love and pride. 

Since, in his helpless infancy, 
He slumbered at her side. 

His lips were parted in a smile. 
And her aching heart grew strong ; — 

She saw not the angel's answering smile 
That was beckoning him along. 

She laid her hand on his golden hair. 

And on his sleeping brow ; 
Why does she weep and tremble there ? — 

He is with the angels now. 
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